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PROLOGUE, | 
Spoken to the Subſcribers, 


S when ſome Hero in a Land oppreſt, 
Stands up, reſalv d to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 

The Crowd, that long have felt a Tyrant Pow 'r, 

And wiſh'd, and waited, for the ſaving Hour, 

With Tranſport round their brave Deliv'rer flow, 

And in a Tumult pay the Thanks they owe : 

So We, that ſtil have labour d with a Weight, 

And bow'd beneath our Rivals ſtronger Fate, 

That ſtill have ſtruggled, yet but faintly roſe, © 

Kept down by Prejudice, and potent Foes, 

Now rais'd, and reſcu d by your gen'rous Aid, 

Long, till the Tribute of our Thanks is paid: 

But when we would our Gratitude confeſs, _ 

Find we want Words that Gratitude t'exprefs. 

Favours fo great, like ſudden Joys, ſurprize, 

Stop foort the Tongue, but fill the Heart and Eyes; 

Our feeble Lit rance can no further go, 

Than that we all Things to your Bounty owe : 

O, may we ſtil deſerve your Smiles t'engage, 

And you ſtil fland the Guardians of our Stage ! 

Circles 
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EPILOGUE. 


Circles like theſe, muſt certainly inſpire, 
At once the Poet's, and the Player's Fire ; 
Old Sophocies himſelf, could Shades below, 
Be thought Tranſactions here above to know, 
Would murmur at the Fate that fix d him down 
To Grecian Climes, and envied his Renown 3 
And Roſcius too, that lives in Tully's Lines, 
And freſh and glorious in his Rhet rick ſhines, 
Would yield the Roman Wit's Applauſe to raiſe, 
Jo have ſuch Judges give a nobler Praiſe. 


— — 
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EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Mrs. TuunMO N. 


| N ö HE N ſuch a Crowd. of Bards, with 
(pointed Mit, 


Have ſatyriz'd the poor contented Cit, 

How could our aukward Bard have ſuch a Taſtez 
To ſhew a City Wife, yet make her chaſt !— 
'Tis a bold Stroke, and, faith, deſerves no Quarter» 
For Cuckoldom is held, as *twere, by Charter; 
And for one Man to make this Innovation, 
Touches the Rights of the whole Corporation ; 


Indeed 
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SCENE, A Gilded Chamber. 

A Table appears with a large Chair empty facing 
the Audience, and Sir Charles Traplove 
ſeated on 4 Chair by the Table in a penſfue 
Manner. 


Sir Charles Traplove. 


Lover! A Fool ! Oh, but a Man of 
Intrigue! Ay, that's a Fool in Fa- 
ſhion, and ſo the Folly's a little more 
pardonable: But of all Fools Iam an 

original, for here am I playing out 
* + a loſing Game in Chace of a Citizen's 

Wife, with no more Proſpect of catching her- Not 

that the fair Quarry herſelf makes any Flight from 

me, but that eternal Jaylour of hers, her Husband, 
together with that Devil of ill Luck, ſo baulk my 

B Deſigns, 
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Deſigns, that I am ever projecting, and always miſ- 


carrying; nay, With all the Conduct and Brains of a2 


Warner, I have ten Times worſe Luck than 2 
Sir Martin — let me think a little — after all theſe 
Defeats, why am I Fool enough to puſh on fo hope» 
Jeſs an Attack, when, to my utter Confuſion, I make 
as flow Work of it as an Ulurer's Repentance, or my 
own Reformation. 
| Enter Jocaril. 

Jocaril? 

Foc. Ay, Sir, juſt come in the lucky Minute ; I 
cou'd never lend you my honourable Company at a 
better Time, being all alone, with ſo many weighty 
Conſiderations about you, in all Duty bqund I have 
brought you my ſweet Face, to heighten your pious 
Medirations. | | 

Sir Char. Yes, honeſt Jocaril, in the preſent Diſtra- 
ction of my Thoughts, I could not wiſh for better 
Company; I am ſo well ſatisfied both with thy Wit 
and Honeſty, that Iam reſolv'd to aska little Counſel 
of thee. 

Joc. My Counſel, Sir? 

Sir Char. Yes, Jecaril, thine. ; 

Foc. Say you ſo, Sir? Nay then,byy'r Leave Stateſ- 
men, tis my Turn to be a Politician now. [Clap; 

- himſelf down in the great Chair, putting on his Hat. 
Nay, Sir, — If you pleaſe, Sir,— pray, Sir, I am no 
proud Man. Moving his Hand to his Maſter to 

[it down. 


Sir Char. I thank you, Sir, Sitting down in the 


fide Chair. 

Joc. Nay, Sir, don't think I take too much State 
upon me; a Counſellor always fits before his Client, 
eſpecially if he comes in forma pauperis, as you do, 
for I know you'll give me nothing, and fo, Sir, no 
more Ceremony, but open your Caſe. 

Sir Char. When I reflect what Hardſhips, what 
Misfortunes, and all the numerous Defeats I have 
met with in my long Chace of Love ——- 


Toc. 
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Tac, Love, Sir! And do you call it Love to make 
a Whore of an honeſt Man's Wife? Prodigious! 
nay, an Alderman's Wife too, that's more prodi- 
gious : When did you ever hear of a Whore or a 
Cuckold, within Temple-Bar. 

Sir Char A Whore! 

Foc. Ay, Sir, a Whore nay, no hard Looks— 
If you do nor underſtand Law, Ido: And let me tell 
you, Sir, there's not a Judge upon the Bench that 
hears a bawdy Tryal, but will have it at Length. In 

lain Engliſh, a Rogue's a Rogue, and a Whore's a 
Whore, and ſo no mincing of Matters, but go on 
with your Cauſe. 

Sir Char. How the Rogue afts it. [ Ade 
Well, Sir, to ſpeak home to the Purpoſe: 

When I conſider ſeriouſly with my lelf 

Foc. Seriouſly conſider * Ay, tis high Times you 
ſhould, for do you know what 'tis to lye with ano- 
ther Mans Wife; why tis downright breaking 
thro' the Fundamentals of Magus Chan -— The 
Wife is the Chattel, the Glebe, the Frechold of the 
Husband —And do you know what tis ro make an 
Invaſion of Liberty and Propeity? Why tis enough 
to pull down the whole Vengeance of St. Stephen's 
Chapel upon your Head, without Bengfit of 
Habeas Corpus, or Writ of Error—ACuckoldmaker ! 
he ought no more to be ſuffer'd in a Civil Govern- 
ment, than a Fox in a Hemooſt, or a Polecat in a 
Coney Warren. 

Oh, Whoring, Whoring, Whoring ! "Tis not 
only a great Sin, but a crying Sin; The Wife ſhe 
cries for more than the Husband can give her 

the Husband, he cries under more Load upon his 
Torchead, than he's able to bear; and the Children 
hey cry, becauſe they don't know their own Father 

and the whole World cries 

Sir Char. I'll hear no more; this is beyond all Suf- 
crance. | 
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4 The Lady's Triumph. 
Joc. What, angry, my noble Maſter! [Rig up f 
out of hit Chair, and clapping hit Hat under his Arm. 

Sir Char. Have not I Reaſon, Impudence, when 
you dare treat me with this inſolent Buffoonry ? 

Joc. O hee, Sir, fie, a Man of your nice IntelleQs, j 
And underſtand your Faithful Slave no better! 

This only was the Language of a Judge, 

But as I am your honeſt Jecaril, I am 

A Man of your own Kidney, bend 

As low to the blind God, as you can do, 

As generous a Libertine as your ſelf, Sir. 

Alack, Sir, I am a Man of more Religion, 

Thaa to be of any other Church, but my Lord and 
| (Maſter's. 
And to ſhew you how hearty a Labourer I have been 
in your Cauſe, I come this very Moment from your 
Miſtreſs. 

Sir Char. How! from my Miſtreſs ? 

Foc. Ay, Sir, your Miſtreſs, the right beautiful , 
Spouſe and Yoke- mate to the right wor ſhipful Knight v 
and Alderman, Sir Cunningham Plot wel, in the fair an 
Bloom of Eighteen, linkt to venerable fifty-ſix. Ihe. 
This lovely Piece of City-Fleſh and Blood, ſent me, I B- 


— 


the nimble Poſt of Love, to bring you ſuch a Piece hit 


of News, ſuch rare News. Vou may talk of your Sp 
Defeats and your Miſcarriages, the Frowns of For-H be. 
rune, and the Malice of your Stars; but jets eth 
Alea, now for paſſing the Rubicon—the golden Mi-. 
nute s come, Sir, bY: VI. 

Sir Ch. And haſt thou brought me ſmiling News MW ; 
from Love? 

Joc. The beſt in ten Kingdoms, ſuch Luck, ſuch 
a kind Miſtreſs. All Joys before you. 

Sir Char. Well, how and what? what ſays my 
kind dear Angel ? 

Joc. Why ſhe ſays—and I fay too, I have been 
your very faithful Servant. 


Sir Char. I know thou haſt, - but | P 
Joc. Such an Opportunity? The Coaſt all clear, Y/®" 
you're on the very Brink of all your Happineſs. f you 
— But 
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But really this Coat is very bare,— 
And a new Livery would be ſo welcome— 

Sir Char. A Pox o Liveries, what ſays my Mis 
ſtreſs ? 

Jre, She bid me tell you, Sir, the jealous Fop, her 
Husband, is gone, Sir. 

Sir Char. Where? How far 7 for how long, dear 
Jocaril? 

Joc. Gone, Sir, why he's gone, Sir, —and really 
ſo are theſe Breeches, here's a Rent, and here's a 
Tatter,-—oh dear, Sir, a new Livery, — 

Sir Char. Talk not of Liveries; anſwer me quickly, 
Tell me what Meſſage my dear Love has ſent me? 

Foc. She ſays her Husband, the Alderman, is gone 
as far as Cambridge. 

Sir Char, To Cambridge What forty Miles out of 
Town, and leave his dear Jewel behind him? Sure, 
tis impoſſible ! 

Joc. Why truly, Sir, it looks a little leaning to- 
wards an Impoſſibility, that ſuch a Dotard, that ne- 
ver read Book but his Wives, ſhou'd be running to 
an Univerſity. But to tell you the Truth, he has 
heard of a rambling Debtor there, that ſtands a 
Brace and a half of Thoufands, deep in Bonds to 
him : And as great an Idol as he makes of his dear 
Spouſe, he pays not his whole Devotion to Love, he 
bends one Knee to his Gold too: And to ſacrifice to 
this Jaſt Divinity, he's gallop'd this Morning towards 
Cambridge, and now the whole Houſe, and the fair 
Miſtreſs of it, are at your Service. 

Sir Char. The guardian Dragon ſafe ! Oh, let me fly, 

Totholedear Arms for Love and Liberty. 
[ Exeunt. 


The SCENE changes to a Bed Chamber. 


Enter Lady Plotwel and Bettrice. 

Bett Well, Madam, as your Ladyſhip has fixt 
your Reſolution ro Reward the Loyal Services of 
your humble Scrvant and Adorer, the Cert” 
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Sir Charles; here's a fair Occaſion preſented him 
by my Maſter's Journey to Cambriage, of traver. 
ſing all his paſt Misfortunes, and crowning his Fe. 
liciry 

Lady Plot. Nay, hold a little ; are you ſure my In. 
clinarion is ſo fixt ? ; 

Bett. Sure Madam! After the Advances your 
Lady ſhip has made him, methinks you leave me no 
room to doubt it. 

L. Plot. Why, truly Bettrice, I have given both 
thee reaſon to think ſo, and him to hope ſo. Bur to 
deal frankly with thee, I am a true Woman, and 
don't know my own Mind yer. 

Bett. How, Madam, a Woman, and not know the 
Strength of your Conſtitution ! That's ſtrange ! 
not know whether you reſolve to make him a happy 
Man, or no ! | 

Z. Plot. Fye, fye! reſolve to Cuckold my Huſ- 
band! Oh, wicked! that's all Malice prepenſe; 
makes downright Murder of it! no, Girl, I have 
reſolv'd nothing I'll leave it all to Fortune; and 
if ſhe ſhou'd throw him into my Arms, then a lit» 
tle Cuckoldom will be only Chance-medley. 

Bett. A very nice Diſtinction! ſt 
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Enter Sir Charles. 


But ſee the Wings of Love have brought him here, D 
Sir Char To your dear Feet, ſweet Angel. 


Bett. To her warm Lips he means. [Exit Bett. y. 
Sir Char. Oh! my charming Dear! ye 
Is the bleſt Minute come, or muſt I wait 
A Trojan War, a ten Years Siege to win you? th 


Enter Bettrice running. 
Bett. Oh, Madam, you're undone ; my Maſter th 


Alderman H, 
L. Plot. Return'd ! an 
Bett. Juſt at the Door. lit 

: Sir Char. Where ſhall I hide me! whather fall l by 

Y + F 


| L. Plot me 


him 
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Fes 
In. 


our 
e no 
both 
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Zett. 
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Plot. 


L. Plot. Shou'd you leap out oth' Window, wou d 
blaſt my Reputation for ever ————and this way runs 
into his very Teeth— But quick, flip under this 
Carpet, and I'll cover you for a folding Table. 

[ They take a Carpet up from the Ground, and 
cover him exactly like a Table, his Face only peeping out 
towards the Muſick- Room. 

Enter Alderman booted, with a hanging Coat on. 

L. Plot. Oh, my dear Love, return'd in three ſhort 
Hours, this is a Bleſſing ev'n beyond my Hopes. 

Aldm You ſee what ſmiling Stars we kind Huſ- 
bands are born under; I had not travel'd five ſhort 
Miles of forty, but met the very Man I went to 
ſeek, fairly and honeſtly coming to Town to me 
But Lord, how duſty am I! I profeſs 1 have ſo Diſ- 
compos'd my ſelf with Riding, that I am almoſt 
aſham'd to come near enough to kiſs thee——Bur 
here, Wench, help me off with this duſty Coat. 

He pulls off his hanging Coat, and lays it upon 4 
| Carpet on Sir Charles, 
And now fetch me 2 good Cudgel. 

Bett. A Cudgel, Sir! for what? 

Alam. Ho'now Gypſey, who bid you ask Que- 
ſtions ? [Exit Maid, and brings a Stick. 

[The Alderman beats his Coat, Sir Charles 
making ſowre Faces at the Blows. 
Do but ſee how the Duſt flies. 

L. Plot. Nay, fye, my Dear, why do you give 
your ſelf this Pains and Trouble, let the Maid bruſh 
your Coat. 

Alam. No, my Dear, I take all this Pains only for 
thy ſake. | 

L. Plot. For mine, Sir! 

Aldm. Ay, Child, Exerciſe begets Health, and 
Health begets Love, and Love begets pretty Boys 
and Girls, my Dear; and ſg I only give my ſelf a 
little Exerciſe, and all for my dear Chicken. [Si 

thumping the Coat, till Sir Charles groans 
_ what's that under the Table; let me look, ler 
me lee _ 


L. Plot. 
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L. Plot. Nothing, my Dear ; but my poor Lap-dog 
a ſleeping there, and you thumpt ſo hard, that you 
waked the poor Cur, and diſturb d him. 

lam Oh! was that all! [Takes of the Coat, and 

gives it to the Maid. 

Do but look, my Dear, the Duſt of my Coat has 
ſpread the very Carpet, ſee how it flies; [Giving 
three or four Straps on the Carpet. 

Well Chicken, I'll juſt ſtep into my Cloſet, and 
powder and ſpruce wy ſelf a little, and then I'll 
come all Sweetneſs to thy Arms. [Exit, 

Sir Char. Powder and ſpruce himſelf! [Riſing up. 
He has powder'd me with a Vengeance ; not one 
Bone whole, by Juno. 

L. Plot. Alas poor Lapdog ! 

Sir Char, How, Tyrant, do you rally my Miſ- 
fortunes ? 

L Plot. Nay, huſh, dear Cur, don't bite, ſweet 
Lapdog-——-- But no more trifling——Troop off 
whilſt you are ſafe—— Here, Huſſey, whilſt the old 
Fool's in his Cloſet, take and ſteal this young one 
down Stairs. | 

Sir Char. And muſt I loſe thee ? 

L. Plot. Ay. 

Sir Char. Not one Kiſs! 

L Plot. No. 

Sir Char. From thoſe dear Lips, not one poor paſt» 
ing Bleſſing! | 

L. Plor. Get your Bones mended firſt, then talk of 
Kiſſing. 


The SCENE Moreſficlds. 


Enter Captain Manworth, and Roger his Man in 4 
Clown's Dreſs. 


Capt. You have deliver'd my Letter you ſay ! 


Rag. Ay, noble Captain, never doubt your truſty 


Servant Roger, either for Conduct or Courage in a ſe- 


creet 
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cret Expedition, eſpecially in ſafe Winter Quarters, 
on this peaczable fide of the Herring- Pond. 

Capt. Well, but the Particulars of your Fxpe- 
ke: dition. 
_ ll Rog. Why, truly Sir, having uncaſed my ſelf out 
** W of your Honour's Livery, into this Twkſbire-Grey, I 
Paſt ſo currently for a lubberly Country Kinſman to 
q honeſt Lucy your Miſtreſs's Chamber-maid, that who 
nd but the young Lady's own Daddy himſelf, ſhou!d be 
the Maſter of the Ceremonies to introduce me to my 


Audience. 

. Cape. Very well. 

one i Rog. Nay, better yet; in ſhort, Mrs. Lucy, not a 
little proud to ſhew the ſweer Phyz of ſo dear, and 

lic ſo near a Lump of her own natural Fleſh and Blood 


to her young Lady, handed me up to her Bed- 

chamber, were I had the Honour to preſent your 

mary to your Miſtreſs, by no leſs than my owa fair 
nd. 

Capt. Well, but her Anſwer, Sirrah ? 

Rag. Her Anſwer | Why, ſhe told me, as the great 
Folks do at W:fminſter, ſhe'd return you an Anſwer 
by a Meſſenger of her own : And if you'll rake but 
half an Hour's Walk, about the Rounds here, you'll 
have a ſmall Mercury, in Petticoats, een Mrs. Lucy 
herſelf, ro give you a full Account of her Lady's 
arte whole ſovereign Will and Pleaſure. 

Capt. Well, Roger, you have managed Matters like 
« Of ¶ : Stateſman, and I ſhall rake a Time to be grateful ; 
but I have no Occaſion for your farther Service here, 
and therefore ſlip out of your Maſquerade, and wait 
for me at my Lodging: at Weſtminſter. | Exit Roger, 
What ought I not to fear from all the Barrs 
That lye between our Loves; and yet what Hopes 


Does my fair Charmer give me ! [Standing in a 

penſive Manner, 
1ſty Enter Sir Charles T raplove. 
 fe- Sir Char. What, my young Warriour from Flander:, 


rect ¶ honeſt Captain Manworth? 


Capt. 
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Capt. The honourable Sir Charles Traplove . 

Sir Char. Well, how and how, my dear 
Mars, is this your firſt Flight from the Field ct 
Slaughter ro the Land of Peace ? 

Capt. Why truly, Sir Charles, what with a_ brisk 
Gale, and a ſhort Voyage, together, with a hearty 
Whip and Spur from Harwich to London, I have made 
a pretty good Shift in a very little more than a Score 
and a Halt of Hours, to reach this happy Spot, on 
which my good Fortune has thrown me, into the 
dear Arms of ſo worthy a Friend and Patron. 

Sir Char. Ay, but, noble Captain, how comes it 
that Fortune ſhould throw you into my Arms, on this 
meJancholly Spot of Farth, the Walks in Moorfields? 
A Man would have expected to have found you leſpe- 
cially this fiſt Morning of your Arrival) either at 
Whites's or Tom's, Wrapt in a Cloud of Powder and 
Eſſences, receiving the Congratulations of your Vis 
Ctories from thoſe peaceable Worthies, the Beaus — 
But on the contrary, to meet you in this do'cful 
Neighboui hood, all alone, with down Looks, and 
folded Arms, as dull and as lumpiſh, as one of the 
tagged Inmates of yonder Palace of Captivity—Let 
me tell you, dear Friend, theſe Circumſtances put 
N afford Matter for ſome very nice Specu- 
ation. 

Capt. Well, Sir Charles, ſince you have made ſo 
deep a Penetration into my Morning's Wa ek, and the 
thoughtful Poſture you found me in, I'll be inge- 
nuous, and make you my Confeſſor; be pleas d to 
know then, that not far from yonder Palace, as you 
call it, Iives— BY 
Sir Char. A fair Piece 
a Miſtreſs of yours. 


of mortal Divinity, call'd 


Capt. Troth, you have hit it—and ſuch a fair Di- 


vinity as commands my warmeſt Devotion. 

Sir Char. Ay, now you're a true Man of Honour. 
Mar; and Venus in Conjunction, ſhould always rule 
a Soldier's Aſcendant ; for as you Gentlemen of the 


Sword puſh ſo heartily for thruſting ſo many of the 
| preſent 


Son of 8 
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Embraces home again. But, Captain, dare you de- 


Amour of yours ? 


his $of Love, than that of War, even in the publick Face 
1,2 $of the World, = - | 

Sir Char. Here the young Rogue has the Advan- 
tage of me; were my Cupid but half as honourable, 
ng IId make him my Confident too. | 4ide. 
Capt.” Then, thus, Sir Charles, this fair Adored is 


Ebbe Daughter and only Child of as miſerable a 

ful IYretch, as ever diſgrac'd the Dirt he treads on; ſo 

nd Fovetous and ſordid a Churl, that tis next to the un- 

he $'4dling ofa Miracle, to imagine, how ſo delicate a 

* 3 of all Angel- Mould ſhould ſpring from ſuch 
oor. my 

ur Sir Char An odd Introduction! But go on. 


Capt. This Father of her's was by Original a Coun. 
y Graſier, a Compoſition fo earthy, as ſcarce to 
natch the more ſociable Brutes he got his Eſtate by : 
rom this boariſh Education, he was, laſt Winter, 
levated to a fair City-Manſion in Broadſtreet, by a 
all ro an Eſtate left him by a rich Batchelor- Brother, 
ometime a Merchant there; by which Acceſſion to 
lis Patrimony he has advanced his fair Daughter to 


Tharms, and this ſhining Fortune, he ſets her up like 
pn Auction, by Inch of Candle, at who bids moſt, 

. | Sir Char. Faith, Captain, here I am under a little 

ain for you, conſidering you are a younger Brother 

he Pith only a Commiſſion in your Pocket. 


Capt. 


preſent Generation out of the World, you can't in, 
kl Reaſon and Conſcience do leſs than puſh as heartily 

for the raiſing a new Generation to recruit the. 
is World again. And fo, as you carry all Death and 
Vengeance abroad with you, you come all Love and 


ſcend ro Particulars, and let me into the Secrec of this 


Q 
the | Cr. Ay, with all my Heart, Sir, for as I am liſted 
under the Banners of an honourable Cupid, I ought 
no more to be aſhamed of fetting up my Standard 


e the preſumptive Heireſs ro eight Hundred a Year., 
And accordingly, from the Attraction of her natural 


— 
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Capt. Right, Sir charles; the Proſpe& of my For 
tune on that Side may look a little cloudy; but whe 
I ſhall tell you, how bright and how warm the in 
young Lady's Favour ſhines upon me, her Heart if Pc 
a Fortreſs ſo impregnable to all other Aſſailants, ¶ Fc 
neither to be bought, betray d, nor conquer'd fronff St 
me. What think you now, Sir ? 

Sir Char. Nay, if the kind Lady has reſolv'd i m 
breik her enchanted Caſtle, and run the Hazard off ch 
dropping her eight hundred a Year in herleap int 
your Arms, then indeed your Hopes ſtand fair. EF: 

Capt. That hazard, if the muſt run, ſhe has ſwonl N 
ſhe will run; nor but ſhe hopes to frame ſome de Ce 
Projection, as ſhall throw her into my Boſom, with Pa 
out ev'n the leaſt ſhadow of Diſobedience, and cor 
ſequently no forfeiture of Paternal Bleſſings; an da 
that I nced not queſtion her Performance, know th 10 
has Womans Wir, ev'n to a Prodigy, | Fe 
Beſides ſhe has Love, and Love's a Maſter- Engineer. 

Sir Char. Ay, this Projection will be Engine-worlf II 
indeed. | 

Capt. To make ſhort, Sir, amongſt the numerou} yc 
Aſpirers to her Favour, the only ſele& Choice he YC 
Father has made for her, is a Country Squire of {ﬆ o 
venteen Hundred a Year, but the moſt nauſec 


Fool that ever was deſpis d by Woman. co 
Sir Char. Or perhaps ever embrac d by Woman 50 
for ſome of the Sex love the Fool beſt. T 


Capt. This wiſe Bargain of her Father's providing} I 
as ſhe tells me in her Letters, ſhe has ſo careſt, en I 
braced and fondled, as if ſhe reſolv'd to melt int 


the very Mouth of him; inſomuch, that the hapy he 
Father is ſo tranſported with his lucky Choice of! 

darling a Bedfellow for her, that he has new ful m. 
niſht the very Houſe, bought whole Suits of Taj | 
ſtry, Piles of Japan and Pyramids of China — af Sv 


the Devil and all. In ſhort, he's refolv'd to outd 
ev'n the Magnificence of a Miſer's Feaſt, at the 
lebration of ſo dazling a Nuptial Day. 


Sir 


For 
whe 
m thy 
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Sir Char. Magnificent indeed ! 3 

Capt. After this wondrous Bridal Preparation, cis 
in this lucky Minute ſhe ſent me her Commands to 
Poſt for England ; 

For now's the happy Criſis of my Fate, 
She has laid that Plot, ſhall crown our Joys for ever. 

Sir Char. Certainly, Captain, the wond'rous Move- 
ments in this Amour of yours, would furniſh Ma- 
chine-work enough for an Opera, 

Capt. This was the Summons wing'd me o'er for 
Eneland ; 

No leſs then the Poſſeſſion of a Miſtreſs, 
Could at this time have call'd me from my Duty 
Paid to a ſick, languiſhing Brother. 

Sir Char. The Honourable Colonel Manworth, ſe 
dangerouſly wounded in a Duel; I hate this barba- 
rous Cuſtom of Dueling, we have loſt many a pretty 
Fellow that way. 

Sir Char. A ſudden Thought comes into my 
Head; if Heav'n ſhou'd pleaſe to take this rich Bro- 
ther aſide, I can't but think how fair a Candidate 


of you'd then ſtand for the Poſſeſſion of your Miſtreſs ; 


you'd then outbid the very Fool, your Rival, at her 
own Father's Smithfield Market-price. 

Capt. Fy, Sir, I hope you do not think my Soul 
cou'd harbour | 
So poor a Thought, as ev n but in a Dream, 
To wiſh fo dear a Brother's Death, 


Though for the purchaſe of the richeſt Bleſſing 


Tiis World can give a Miſtreſs. 
: Sir Char. Thou'rt a brave Fellow, and doſt deſerve 
er. | 
Capt. But ſee, yonder's a ſmall Ayd du Camps 
moving this way with my Miſtrefles laſt Orders. 
Sir Char. Nay, then I muſt retire, 


Succeſs attend you. [ Exif, 


Euter Lucy. 


Capt. Sweet, Mrs. Lucy. 
Lucy, Happy Lacy, — d 


"1th 


14 The Lady's Triumph. 


With this Congratulation of your ſafe Return, 

Both to your Country's and your Miſtreſs's Arms. 

| | [Gives him @ Letter. 

(Whilft the Captain Reaas.) 

Now am I the Honour of my Profeſſion, an unmer- 
cenary Chambermaid, when inſtead of ſerving a 
rich Fool's Pretenſions to my young Miſtreſs, a 
Match enough to raiſe me 
Ev'n to my higheſt Hopes, here am I following 
The deſp'rare Fortunes of an honeſt Gentleman, 
Nay, and to play ano leſs dangerous Game, 
Than to help ev'n to ſteal him to Bed to my Miſtreſs, 
Tho' at the Hazard of my own undoing. 

Capt. Yes, lovely Guide, I'll follow every Step 

Which this dear Oracle of Love directs me. [Xing 
the Letter. 

But, honeſt Lucy, T am ſo much indebted 

For all thy faithful Services, that not to dye a Bank- 

Take this in Part of Payment. (rupt, 

| [Gives her Money. 

Lucy, Well, I never was ſo cheated before, ten 
Guineas, and from a Captain, 'twere a Preſent from 
a Major General. 

Capt. She tells me, Lucy, to enhance my Bleſſings, 
I ſhall expect her here. 

Lucy, Ves, Sir, in leſs than half an Hour; her Fa- 
ther is now booted and ſpurr'd, to mount this Morn- 
ing at a Livery- Stable here, on the Backſide of 
Bedlam, for a t venty Miles Journey into Syſex, to 
take a ſhort Survey of her Squire's Seat and Eſtate 
there, and to peruſe a few Writings not yet brought 
up, before his Conſummation; and upon this Occa- 
ſion ſhe has officiouſly proffer'd her Service to hand 
her Booby along with her to ſee her Father take 
Horſe, an v iſh him a good Journey. This Way 
they'll] move, here meet her and accoſt her. 

Cadt. I have my full Inſtructions. 

Lucy. But, Sir, I muſt return, my Face ſeen here, 
Would be of dang'rous Gonſequence to the Cauſe. 


Capt. 


/ 
\ 
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Capt. Nay, I'll retire my ſelf too, and to avoid 
All Shadow of Deſign in walking here, 


er. Watch for their Entry at alittle more Diſtance, 
To make our Meeting look the more like Chance. 
r. Lucy. Ay, that, Sir, will do well. 
a Capt. Yes, honeſt Lucy, 
= 1 muſt with Prudence and with Caution move, 
"Tis Art and Mask anuſt play my Game of Love. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally* 


SER REEIRESG 
13 
> The SCENE continues. 
k- | Enter Captain. 
d, H AT Difficulties has my Love to battle with, 


And yet how confident is my lovely Heroine, 
n Of ſafely paving me my Way to Victory. 


Enter Muckland booted, with the Eſquire and Charlotte. 


„ The charming Miſtreſs of my Life and Soul! 
This, Madam, is an unexpected Bleſſing. | Salutes her. 


75 Eſq. Who have we here? 

7 Muck. Young Manworth ! 

5 Capt. Happy Manworth ! 

7 Thus proud, Sir, to addreſs your beauteoug Daughter. 

14 Char. I think I have told you morethan once before, 
a I want no ſuch Addreſſes, nor deſire them. ¶ Scornfuly. 
4 Eſg. How's this? A Rival! 


Capt. How, Madam, is my Love ſo ſoon forgotten! 
Charl. Forgotten! Pray, what flatt'ring Dream 
* (cou'd tell you 
Your Love was worth remembring. 

Muck. Yes, young Impudence, 


* When wert thou worth a Thought from her that 
: (calls me Father ? 
. Capt. This is too hard to treat my Love thus bar- 


barouſly, C3... Muck. 
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Muckl. Thy Love, vain Coxcomb, Love! my 
Daughter's not to be ſo obtain d; I tell thee, bold 
one, not the e!der fighting Fool thy Colone] Bro- 
ther, with his two thouſand Pound a Year outweighs 
her Fortune : No, no, Friend, my Daughter's not 
to be caught like Mackare), with a piece of red 
Cloth. 

Capt. And, Madam, have you too reſolv'd to ſe- 
cond your Fathers Cruelty. 

Charl. No, I am Principal in this Cauſe ; and if 
A Father's Juſtice, his Paternal Right 
In the Diſpoſal of an only Child 
Shall weigh too Light, I have weightier of my own. 
Think not thy ſlender Fortunes, only that 
Poor worldly Thought is all the Bar between us. 
No, I have a nobler Plea, not Intereſt, but Love : 

{ Love this worthy Gentleman, ſo worthy, 
I hat Hand and Heart that I have ſeal'd his for ever, 

Muckl. Oh, my bleſt Ears! 

Charl. So much his Youth, his Perſon, 

Nay, ev'n his very Wit, all artleſs Innocence 
Decks him with thoſe Charms, that wer't thou Lord 
Of all his Plenty, he even born below 

Thy Poverty, ſtill I would Love him, make 

This only darling Choice from all Mankind, 

To fill my happy Arms. 

Muc kl. I am Tranſported; 
Come to my Arms my Child. | 

Capt. Why have I liv'd to ſee this fatal Day! 

And thou too cruel Fair, why all this cold Averſion ! 

Eſq. Why—»why—-Lord, Brother Soldier, that 
thou ſhould'ſt ask that Queſtion ; has not the Lady 
told you way Did you not hear her ſay, I was 
Wittier and Prettier then you are! And the young 
1 always love us Wits, and handſom Folks 

eſt. 

Capt. Yes, thou too happy, and too envyed Rival, 
Why wert thou born to Curſe me! 


Eſq. 


. 


rd 
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E/. I curſe you! Alackaday, you are miſtakes 
in your Friend and Servant Timothy Lackwie. Why 
ſhould I curſe you? I have Money and Qualificati- 
ons to recommend my ſelf to her Liking, and ſet 
me above the Diſtruſt of a Rival's Intereſt. 

Capt. How now? What's this? Am I your Jeſt, 
your Sport 1 

ark you, Sir, a Word with you. 

Eſq. With ——me——Sir. 

Capt. Yes, my pert Squire, with you. | 

Eſq. Father [Speaking low. 

Capt. Dare you fight, Sir. 

77 F—-F——Fighr ! no, Sir, I am a Captain 
of the Militia, and we don't uſe to fight ; if any 
Man affronts us Militia Officers, we bind 'em over 
ro the Peace, | 

Muck]. What's that the Ruffian ſays! 1 

Eſq. He asks me, if I dare fight. [Running over te 

the Father's Side. 

Charl. Fight! my dear Darling, fight? 

Muck/. No, Sir, fe is a true Man of Honour; 

He bears the Weight of Seventeen Hundred a Year, 
And wants none of your rough hewn Soldierly Lug- 


gage, 

None of your Cut- throat Honour. 
_ E£/qu. Beſides, I pay as much Taxes as will keep - 
half a Troop of fighting Scoundrels ; and what Oc- 
caſion have I to fight my ſelf, | 

Capt. I ſhall find a Time to cut your Coward's Ears 
off. [Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
 Charl. This laſt Ruffianly Inſolence has fo provo- 
ked me, that I muſt joyn with my Father, and tell 
you, Sir, we have Laws, not Swords to right us. 
Begone then whilſt thou art ſafe, and know to thy 
2 ſo much I value this dear Life above 
thee. 


T hat quick Make-haſte, take hence thy hated Face, 
Vaniſh, Deſpair, and Die. 
Capt. Die, no, thou haſt cured me: 
Yes, take your booby Choice, your greaſy Clown, 
| C3 A Lo 


— ͤ F¹—— — ]. 
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A Load of Rubbiſh fit for ſuch Embraces, 
 Low-ſpirited, Woman, 
And ſo farewell, I'll never ſee you more. (Exit. 

Muck]. A bleſt Deliverance ! 

Eſq. Ha! is he gone : 

Charl. Ay, and een let him go. 

Muck. It grows late; the Morning gallops, and I 
Loyter —— [ 4s he is going off, they follow him. 
Nay, Child, I'll excuſe thee from any farther At- 
tendance ;. Beſides, the appearance of a young Lady 
at a publick Inn may not be altogether ſo modiſh; 
So herel take my leave. 

Charl. As you pleaſe, Sir. 

' Eſq. Good bye Father, that is to be; but pray 
make as ſhort a Buſineſs as you can of this Journey, 
and conſult the Neceſſity of a couple of Lovers. 
| [ Exit Muckl, 
Charl. But, my Dear, now we are got Abroad to- 
ether ſo early, methinks we ſhould not return 
ome again preſently : What if thou and I ſtep in 
and ſee the Madfolks yonder ? 
Eſq. Ay, with all my Heart. [ Exeunt, 


The SCENE changes to a Chamber in Bedlam: 


Re-enter Charlotte and Eſquire, with one of the Keepers, 
and ſeat themſelver. 


Keep. In this Quarter, Madam, lie only Perſons 
of Diſtinction, who make a handſom Allowance for 
their Apartment, and are not liable to the Diſtur- 
bance of every comman Spectator: And you ſhall 
{ee only ſuch, Lady, that tho' wild in their Con- 
ceits, as Madneſs can make them, we yet venture to 
give them a kind of Liberty! Oh, here comes a 
more numerous Train, that divert their Madneſs 


with fits of Dancing. A Dante of Madmen per- 
ferm d, the Keeper at the end of the Dance, whipping 
them all of. | 


Ente 


"Xit, 
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Enter My. Leveridge. 


Keep. Oh ! here comes the King of the Walk, on 
that fancies himſelf as Great, as the greateſt Monarch 
that ever wielded a Scepter. Be not afraid, for tho' 
he carries Fury in his Countenance, his Frenzy ne- 
yer tranſports him to any Violence. 

Mr. Lev. Rage ſhall have Room, let Diſcord thrive, 

| Bid the God of War 

| Aſcend his Car 

And ver the Globe with Fury drive. 
Ha! plead no more; — the Wretch muſt die: 
The Eaſtern Monarch has pronounc'd his Fate, 
Nor ſhall Entreaties now reverſe his Doom. 
Quick. Let that gloomy Courtier hence; 
He has a factious, diſcontented Face. 
Not do it? By the Pow'r of Kings, I dare. 
Do not the ſpacious Realmsaround, 
From Indus to the Nile, confeſs my Pow'r ? 
My Soul's on Fire —— Oh, that I could aſcend 
The Realms of Light, and ſit enthron'd on Clouds! 
Thence hurl the I hunder, drive the fleecy Snow, 
And make the Skies bluſh with uncommon Light. 

nings ! 


Great Ambition! Pow'r Divine, 
That doeſt humane Breaſts refine, 
How can'ſt Thou the Hero raiſe ! 


By Thee, his ſwelling Soul does riſe 
To cry noble Enterprize, 
Aſpiring at Immortal Praiſe. 


Great Ambition! Pow'r Divine, 
That doſt humane Breaſts refine, 
How can'ft Thou the Hero raiſe ! 8 


Enter Mrs. Barbier. 


Keep. But ſee, Madam, here comes a fair Mourn- 


er, whoſe Sorrows muſt conjure up a Sympathy of 
Grief 


* 
& » 
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Grief in every tender Boſom. The Death of 
Lovely Youth, who was to have been the Partner e 
= her Bed, was the Cauſe of her Diſtraction. 


Mrs, Bar. Cold in the ſilent Tomb he lies, M 
And Virgins ſteal at Dead of Night, Wit 
With broken Hearts, and flowing Eyes, Ang 


To do hit hallow'd Aſbes Right. Anc 
Alas! Invain, I mourn his Fate; Ple: 
Deaf to my unavailing Woe, Ane 
The cruel Gods refuſe to give me Reſt. * 
| But to the Elyſan Plains I'll force my Way, Is t 
\ And thro' the gloomy ſhades below Wh 
i Seek out his wand'ring Shade: 
| Then never, never, will we part again, —— She 
Each gliding Ghoſt ſhall murmur ar our Bliſs ; He 
While weth' Eternal Round of Hours dhe 
| Improve with ſtill-renewing Joys! He 
But waking Cares exclude Delight; Bo 
Pale Horrors, and Deſpair K Shi 
Reign in my tortur'd Breaſt : He 
I cannot diſpoſſeſs the Tyrant Plagues,—<——- Sh! 
Then, let my Tears flow on, Hi 
Till Nature can no more their Streams ſupply, Sh 
And I, like Niobe, to Marble turn: H. 
Or the kind Gods in Pity eaſe my Pain. 
O Realms of Night! O gloomy Pow'rs ! fa 
Receive me to your peaceful Pow rs : M 
A Wretch, whom cruel Fate has made 
Unfit for Light and upper Day, al 
Grows ſick of yon reſplendent Ray, ar 
Aud, courting Death, invotes your Aid. * 


O Realms of Night ! O gloomy Pow'r: ! 
Receive me to your peaceful Bow rs. 


I 
F 
Mr. Lev. Ceaſe, thou lamenting Tait One, ceaſe ; 


Let 


Let Sorrows on the Wretched wait. 


of 
ler 0 


Let 
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et Greatneſs, and Imperial Pleaſures 
Woo thee to Joy, and ſooth thy troubled Soul. 
Chufe where thou wilt vouchſafe to reign, 
And ſighing Kings ſhall for thy Love contend. 

Mrs. Barb, Think not to calm the Tempeſt of my 
With vain, imaginary Joys. (Grief. 
Anguiſh is ſeated here, 

And I to Death muſt mourn the lovely Boy. 
Pleaſure and Love are with him dead ; 
And Cupid hangs his drooping Head. 
Mr. Lev. Impertinence of Woe ! 
Is there a Grief 
Which Regal Honours cannot cure ? 


She. To ſooth , pw c 
He. Td fre the ges rows daring Soul, 


She. "Tis Love 
He. Empire 
Both. AU other Paſſions I controul, 


She, Love only gives 0 
He. Not Love can give we Alarms. 


ihe. 7 rb? he gon eb . 


- 4 — wag 0 alone has Charms. 


alone has Charms : 


[Exeunt, 


Char. Well, Squire, how do you like your Enter» 
tainment? : 

EV. Oh, extreamly well; theſe are the merrieſt 
Madfolks. 

Charl. I am glad they pleaſe you But now we 
are Abroad, what if we take one little Ramble more, 
and Viſit the famous Aſtrologer that lives here in 
Moorfields. | 

Eſq. An Aſtrologer ! what one of thoſe deepSchol- 
lards as talk with the Moon and Stars, and tell 
Folks their Fortunes! Ay, by all means let's 
£0 : He ſhall tell my ſweet Charly her Fortune, and 

er dear Squire his Fortune, and ſo came along. 
[ Exennt- 
ACT 
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SCENE a Garden, reaching to the Depth of the Preſ. 
pet, bearing fix Pair of Wings, appearing within the 
encloſure of 4 very high Stone-wall ; at the Baſis of 
which, and projefing from the Wall in each Scene, it 
ſeen a Range of Iron work, gilt in ſeveral of the Orna- 
mental Parts of it; each Range extending forward: t1 
a beautiful Pedeſtal, enrich'd likewiſe with Gildings, 
bearing each a Golden Urn, fill d with all variety of 
Flowers, the whole near twelve Foot high, and in every 
Wing two high Cypreſſes, in a direct Range thro tht 
whole. At the Center, or Depth of the Garden, is plan- 
ea a large Baſon in an Hexagonal Circle, born up on the 
Backs of Golden Lyons. Behind the Baſon a black 
vein d Marlle Pillar Supports, a Figure of Thetis (the 
whole near 20 Foot high) in a gilt Scallop-Charior, 
drawn by three Golden Dolphins. In the Garden, and 
near the Scenes ſlands ſeven Pedeſials, bearing as many 
gilt Statues of Heroes in Armor, rach with a Lance 
in his Hand. On each Side of the Fountain likewiſe: ap- 
hou two very high Figures repreſenting Phubus and 

una. | 


Enter Bettrice. 


n EL L, poor Sir Charles, J am in Pain for 
you again, my Lady is ſo unfortunate 
in her Aſſignations. I don't like thoſe. Statues, it 
looks more like a Preparation for my Maſter's Diver- 
tiſement, than my Miſtreſſes. 


Enter Lady Plot well 


L. Plot. You have anſwer'd his Meſſage then, and 
let him know, that the Alderman's Abroad. 

Bert. Yes, Madam, I have poſted his own Mercury 
back with that important Intelligence—— Well, no- 
thing ſure has ſo great a Soul as a true Lover, when 
after all the ſevere Buffets of Fortune your poor 
Sir Charles has receiyd this Morning, you ſee your 


Lady- 
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Ladyſhip's Commands have inſpired him with new 
Courage to venture a ſecond Meeting. 

L. Plot. Ay, Bettrice, and you ſee my Wit can 
match his Courage, whilſt to run no more Hazards 
within Doors, I'll receive him this Afternoon in the 
Garden here. Hark! Three Knocks at the back. 
Garden Gate ? Ay, he's come, here take the Key and 
let him in. [Exit Bettrice, and re-enter with 

Sir Charles. 

L. Plot. So, Sir Charles, now I find you a true Hero, 
when you dare venture again into the Field of Love 
ifter ſo late, and ſo fatal a Defeat. 

Sir Char. Alas, Madam, 'tis not one loſt Battle 
muſt make a Lover a Coward. 


Enter Bettrice running. 


Bert. Oh, Madam, another fatal Diſappointment ! 
L Plot. Why. what's the Matter? 

Bett. My Maſter has brought a Couple of Friends 
o ſhew'em the Garden. 

Sir Char. Oh, the Devil! New Calamities ? Ne'er 


Buſh, never a Briar, never a Nettle-Bed to hide me 
in 


L. Plot. No Matter, whip but into this empt 
Fountain, and lie cloſe till he has walk'd his Round, 
nd the Coaſt will be clear againpreſently. 

(Sir Charles leaps into the Fountain. - 


Enter Sir Cunningham and two Gentlemen. 
| Alder. Well, Gentlemen, how do you like this 


[mall Plantation ? | 


Iſt Gent. Tis a wondrous ſweet Place. 
24 Gent. A little Paradiſe, Sir. 
Alder. A ſmall Retirement for my dear Spouſe and 


Mme 


if Gent. Retirement? Why 'tis enough to inſpire 


You with the Soul of Poetry ; the Garden for a Par- 


aſus, and that Fountain for a Helicon, would inſpire 
polo himſelf, and the whole Set of Muſes , 


Alder. 
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Alder. Why, indeed, Sir, I own my ſelf a Frie ne 
to the ſacred Nine; and, tho'an Alderman, do no 
live like the reſt of my Brothers of the Chain; I have 
taken Pains in my Youth to be happy in my Age; 
enjoy heartily what I have, and think my ſelf wort! 
no more than I ſpend. 

24 Gent. You have a right Taſte of Life. 

Alder. I love to encourage Arts and Sciences; I lovy 
Painting, Muſick, Poetry; and tho' I ſay't, can 
any Time entertain a Friend with ſomething Thez 
trical, even within Temple-Bar, nay, here in my own 
Houſe, Gentlemen. 

1f Gent. You ſurprize me 

Alder. You may think this a ſtrange Humour in: 
Citizen; but I have Money enough, and am reſolvd 
to pleaſe my ſelf; and if you'll do me the Honoy 
to bring a few Friends Let me ſee—I have all to 
morrow for Preparation, and the next is my Wife's 
Birth-Day, I'Il entertain you with a Piece or two 
of Muſick, and a handſome Maſque. 

Iſt Gent. We'll certainly wait on you, Sir. 

Alder. Art thou here my Love ? 

Both Gent. Your Ladyſhip's moſt dutiful Servants, 

L. Plot. Yes, ſtol'n forth, my Dear, for a little Re. 
fre ſhment. A little of the Garden-Breeze, and the 
ſweet Air abroad, you ſee, have enter'd me inte 
ſome ſmall Temptation. 

Alder. Temptation do'ſt thou call it ! A very in- 
nocent one. But come, Gentlemen, _ you to 
ſit down, and let me give you a little Entertainment. 
To your Poſts, and be ready at the Sign. [Tv hi 

Footmen who Exeunt on each fide, within the Garden. 

[They all ſit down on each Side the Stage. 
Alder. Now, Gentlemen, take a full 8 ald 
te me of all you ſee, before you, what like you 
_Ift Gent. Tis all together ſo beautiful—— 

2d Gent. Such infinite Attraction 

1ſt Gent. We know not where to be Particular. 
Alder. How do you like my Flower- Pots? 


ft Cem, 


Gent, 
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ift Gent. To Admiration ! 
24 Gent. Flora's whole Treaſury—— 
Alder Alas, Gentlemen Flow'rs are meer Emblems 


29 


of Mortality, here one Minute and gone the next. 


(He Whiſtles with the head of his Cane, and in the 
rwinkling of an Eye, all the twelve Flower- 
pots in the Scenes are vaniſht, and twelve Sta- 
tues of Gold as big as the Life appear in their 
Rooms. 

t Gent. | Starting up] I am all Amazement, 

2d Gent. Downright Con juration 
I hope you worthy Reformers profeſs no Magick ? 

Alder. Magick? Heaven forbid ! no Gentlemen, 
only an innocent Piece of Art. If ſo many poor Re- 
cals have entertain'd you with moving Pictures, 
what cannot the Purſe of an Alderman reach! Mine's 
a moving Garden, runs all upon Engine-work, and 
my Servants are the Machiniſts to play them foc 
me; bur come fit down again, this is my Wive's 
Fountain, and ſhe ſhall entertain you with ſome of 
her Water-works. Do you hear, Within there ! ſet 
the Fountain a Playing. | 

[ Here the Fountain immediately pours 4 very 
large ſtreaming ſbower of Water from the 

Mouths of the threes Dolphin, the Stream 

ſpreading near three Fort wide, and falling 

about ſeven Foot in view down into the Baſon. 
Alder. Now, my Dear, let me beg thee to enter. 


tuin theſe Gentlemen with a Song. 


L. Plot. Oh fy, Sir, Cunningham, I never grant 
Favours to a begging Husband ; If you li uſe your 
Authority, and command me to Sing, I'll domy beſt 


to obey you. 


Alder, Well, take it which way thou pleaſeſt, ſo 
thou oblig'ſt me. | 


[The Lady Sings.) 


FT on the troubled Ocean's Face 
Loud ſtormy Winds ariſe, 
The murmuring Surges ſwell apace, 


And Clouds obſcure the wn ; 
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But when the Tempe Rage it ver, 


Soft Breezes ſmooth the Main: 
The Billews cenſs to laſh the Shore, 
4 And All is calm again. 


Not ſo, in fend and am raus Souls, 

If Tyrant Love once rei guts; 
There one Eternal Tempeſ rolle, 
un yield. unceaſing Pains. 


"Ah cruel God, bur Peace veſtore, 
Or wound us with thy Shaft, no more ! 


Alder. Ha | what's that! what's that Noiſe in the 
Fountain? 

L. Plot. Only an Eccho to my Muſick. 

+ Gent. That's rare indeed. 

Alder. Ay, Gentlemen, you ſee what Art can ſhew ; 
Deep Heads, and deeper Purſes can do every Thing. 
But Iam afraid my Dear, we have been Intru- 
ders, and may bave interrupted thy Meditations 
But here we'll take our Leaves, beg Pardon, and re- 
ſtore thee ro thy more dear Retirement. 

L. Plot. You oblige me. [Exeunt Aldermen, his 

Y two Friends and Servants. 
So much for Love; now for a little Charity. 

| Goes to the Fountain, turns a Cock, and the 
Fouutnin ſtops; Sir Charles comes out, his 
Cloaths all ſtain u with Water, with a lank 
Vg all knotted, &c. ar put out of the Curl: 
by the Mer, ſqueezing ſeveral Pint: of Water 

out of hu Cloathr upon the Stage. 

L. Plet. What pleaſing Wonders do my Eyes diſ- 

| | (caver ! 
Ay, now, Sir Charles, you are à true bred Lover. 
To wade thro' Waves and Seas t'a Miſtreſſes Arms; 
What Heart but ſuch Heroick Glory Charms. 
So Neptune mounted o'er a rowling Billow, 
To Sleep on Amphitrite's watry Pillow. 

Sir Char. Tam a pretty Subject for Heroicks, when 
Jam drench'd like a Pickpocket. 


Sir 
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L Plot. Never be troubled, my Dear, All for 
Love, or the World well loſt. | 
Sir Char. Fie, Madam, rally not my want of Cou- 
| . (rags 
In Loves dear Cauſe; tis not a petty Shower 
Can quench the Flames thoſe Eyes have light. 
L. Plot. Nay, hold, my dripping Spark. 
Lucy, Go hand Sir Charles out at the back Gate, 
Alas! my Dear, inſtead of the cold Comfort 
Of Grots and Bowers of Love, take my Advice, 
Creep home t'a good Fireſide; thou' it ſind more 
(Charms 
In a warm Nurſ'ry, than a Miſtreſs's Arms. 
{Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE Changes to an Anti- Chamber. 


Enter Charlotte, and the e in s Countryman': 
iy ; | 
Gaps. You ſee, Madam, what Shapes poor Love 
(puts 00, 
This Morning your Commands transform'd me 
Into a downright Stage-Player, a meer AQor, 
So different from the Language of my Soul, 
I forced my Tongue to ſpeak. And now t'eſcape 
All dangerous, prying, Eyes, I come to Night, 
A Muſquerader to my Charlotte's Arms. | 
Charl. True, as thou ſay'ſt, we have been wonderful 
Performers in the Parts we have play'd to day. 
And faith, when we have joyn'd for better or worſe, 
if my Father ſhould prove a Recreant, and Fortune 
play the Jile, we could not want the I heatres to en 
tertain us. | l IT +7 
Enter Lucy. 13 144 
Well, Lucy, when may I expect this booby Lover. 
Lucy. Oh, preſently, Madam, as faſt as his light 
Heels can carry his empty Head, never doubt him, 
eſpecially when his 'Squireſhip has received the 
Summons ſent hig by =— fair Spouſe eleQ, , a 
| 2 | C Harl. 
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' - Chari. And are the Pipers all prepar'd for his Re- 
ception. 

Lucy. Ready at the ficſt Word of Command. 

Charl. I think we have pretty well matcht 'em to 
the painted Figures. 

Lucy. Moſt nicely, to the very Life, Madam, oh 
"twill be the rareſt Amuſement, we ſhall fo puzzle 
tis ſhallow Intellects, ſo tickle him out of his little 
Country Wars. ' 

Charl. Ay, Lucy, if we can but elevate the heavy. 

(headed 
Fool to Courage enough but to ask me the Queſtion 
The Work's done, the [Day's our own Girl. 

Lucy. Nay, Madam, never frar the Operation 
of ſo maſterly a Projection. For what tho' he's 
that Lifeleſs Animal to his Miſtreſs, I can do 
any thing with him, I have the Length of his 
Foot, and the Depth of his Heart, and the very 
Soul of him. Then he has ſo natural a Superſtition 
for Gypſies and Prophets, and Fortune-tellers, bred 
up under an old Aunt; ſo fond of your Gaaber ies 
wy your Partridges, and your old Mother Shiptons, 
and the reſt of the Star-gazing News-mongers, that 
what with the Documents I ſhall infuſe to prepare 
him, your own wonderful Predictions of what a 
happy Couple ye ſhall make; and all confirm'd by 
no leſs than the Sight of a Miracle; never fear but 
we ſhall inſpire him with the Soul of a Hero; and 
he ſhall puſh the Queſtion home to you (I'Il anſwer 
for him) to your own Heart's Content. 
Cbarl. Ay, Lucy, do but play thy Part 
Tucy. Oh! never fear my Underwalk in the Plot. 
"'* Charl. So, prithee down to the Door again, and 


be ready to give him Entrance. 2 
Lucy. Ay, Madam, and this Bell ſhall give you 
Notice. " [ Exit. 


Capt. Oh! my dear Charmer, this Projection has 
Life and Soul init, | 

Cbarl. Ay, dear Captain, you ſee how poor Lovers 
are put to as hard Politicks as you Heroes; we do 
3 | not 
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not always win the Day by a fair pitcht Battle; ſome- 
times we carry the Conqueſt 2 and Stratagem 


of War. | [Lacy ring: within. - 
dot bark the warning Dell. ee 
Now to our Poſts. (Exeunt. 


The SCENE continues. 


Enter Lucy and Eſquire. ] 

Lacy. Oh! Squire, where have you been all this 
while, your poor Miſtreſs was afraid ſhe had loſt you. 
Not ſee you ever ſince Morning! how do you think 
the poor Thing ſhould live a Day without you ? 

Eſq. Nay tis a fond, dear Creature, and to fay 
Truth I am ſmitten too, and wou'd you believe it 
Mrs. Lucy, I wiſh I may never per drunk again, if 
don't love her better than Toaſt and Ale in a froſty 
Morning. | 

Lucy. Let me ſee, Squite! How long have you 
been come a wooing to my young Miſtreſs ? 

Eſq. How long! wy ſix whole long Weeks. 

Lucy. Six wholeWeeks ! Lord, what a hard-hearted 
Creature is this Father of ours, to keep a young 
Gentleman fix long tedious Weeks, a doing juſt no- 
thing, only a' little Tittle Tattle, Prittle Prattle 
Courtſhip, when the young Couple could have made 
up the Buſineſs, and lovingly taken one another 
hand in hand to Church together in fix Days Time, 

Eſq. *A'dod, and ſo we could, Ah! Zucy, thou 
know'ſt our Hearts met together at our Eyes the 
firſt Time we ſaw one another; and my pretty 
Rogue Charley diſcover'd ſomething in this ſweer 
Face of mine, that told her I was the only Man in 
the org that was born to make her happy; and 
had nor this rfoubleſome old Fellow thruſt his imper- 
tinent Noddle into the Buſineſs, we two young 
Folks ſhould have got to Bed together in the twen- 
tieth Part of all this Time. 


Lacy. 


30 The Lady's Triumph. 


Lacy. Ay, indeed, 'Squire, fo you ſhould; but 
theſe naughty old Dad dies never conſider the Long - 
ings of you young Lovers. : 

86 onſider! Why he has no Conſcience in him; 
beſides, who knows how long he intends to keep us 
at dilly dally, and ſhilly ſhally ? 

Lucy. Faith, and troth,.'Squire, tis unreaſonable ; 
and were Ias thou, I would nor take it at his Hands, 

E/q. Why how ſhall I help my ſelf ? 

Lucy. How | —Like a Man, noble '$quire, bear up 
briskly to your young Miſtreſs, whiſper a kind 
Word in her Ear, and take her and marry her to 
morrow. 

Eſq. And may I be ſo bold, Forſooth!! 

Lucy. Bold! ſhe'll love thee the better for't. 

: 217. And ſhall I marry my ſweet Chorley to mor- 
ow! 

Lucy. Marry her! ay, and go to Bed to her too. 
Eſq. Oh, oh! I ſhall be ſo aſham'd ! 

Lucy. Aſham'd of being the happicſt Man in the 
World. 

Eg. But you'll ſtand by me, Lacy? 

Lucy. Ay, ay, ſtand by you, I'Il do the whole 
Work for you ; court your Miſtreſs for you ; buy 
the Ring; call the Parſon ; make the Sack-Poſſer ; 
and throw the Stocking ; and do every thing for you ; 
here's my Hand upon't; fear nothing, ſhe is thy 
Own. 

E Well, dear Lucy, thou art the honeſteſt, beſt, 
Friend I have in the Wor'd, and I ſhall never be 
able to make thee amends for all thy loving Kind- 
ne ſs. 4 Piece of Muſieł perform d by Flutes is heard 

within. 
Hark! hark! Zucy, What, have we got Pipers 
amongſt us? 

Lucy, Pipers! and in our Houſe, I am all amazed! 
%. Oh! fie, Lucy, I was never amaz'd at a Bag- 
pipe in all wy Life; no, I was always pleas'd with 
IC, 

Lucy. 


put 
18 


r- 
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. Well,'$quire, now I'll carry you to your MI- 
ſtreſs, and there ſatisſie my ſelf of che meaning of 
this Muſick. 2 


Eſq. Ay, ay, come along, Ido ſo love theſe Fidlers. 
[_Exeunt. 


[The Scene opens and diſcovert a Room hung with Ta. 

peſtry, ; the Flat Scene the Repreſentation of a Cart, 
drawn by one Horſe, in 'a Rural Proſpe&ive ;, the 
Captain, in his Countryman's Dreſs, leading the 
- Horſe, with a Carter's Whip in. his Hand; and on 
the Copſe of the Cart are ſeated two Perſons. of the 
Myſick in Ruftick Preſſes, each with a Flute in his 
Mouth, in the Peſture of Piping: In the two next 
Wings are painted two Cows, with their Tails te- 
wards the Audience, and two Milk-Maid's painted 
under them a Milking ; and two wore of the Muſick, 
in the ſame Poſlure of Piping, on 4 Baugh of 4 
Tree. . 


£ 


Re-enter Lucy and Eſquire. 


Ei. Haytarocket! What's all this! 

Lucy. Oh, 'Squire, this is the new Piece of Tape- 
ſtry thy Father beſpoke for thee, for this is to be 
thy Wedding- Chamber. 

Eſq. And my dear Charley, muſt. come to bed to me 
here, muſt ſhe ? | 5 
Lucy. Oh, fie, Eſquire, you muſt come to bed to 

1 

Eſq. Nay, nay, which way you pleaſe, ſhe come, 
or J come, that thall break no Squares between us, 


Enter Charlotte, 


Charl. And is my Love return'd to my Embraces! 
Oh let me run into theſe Arms ? FT, 
Lucy. Oh, Madam, I have been ſtrangely ſbrpriz'd, 
The E quire and I heard Muſick in the Houſe. 
Charl. Ay, Girl ; and the moſt raviſhing Piece of 
— theſe Ears Cer heard! Oh, I have ſeen a Mi- 
JIac le. 
Lucy. 
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Lucy. Muſick and Miracles ! * ho 
Chart. Ay; and ſuch' Muſick, Lacy. Oh Squire, 
you remember how the famous Aſtrologer told me, Þ 77 
that I was born to be the happieſt Woman in the . 
World in thy dear Embraces; and to confirm the 
Prophecy he made me 
Told me this Night I ſhould behold a Miracle. T 
Thoſe very woven Pictures in the Tapeſtry, 
All of a ſudden tun'd their painted Pipes, 


g Thoſe Linfey Woolley: Fidlers did theyPipe ? |} © 
Eſq. Thoſe Linſey Woolſey Fidlers did t ipe ? 

Charl. Ay, Squire, I ſaw em, heard em Th 
[They pipe again, 

Let your own Ears convince you. W. 
20 Oh prodigious ! [Walking about amar d. 


Charl. What think you now! Am I not born to be 
a Ab“ Woman indeed, when Miracles proclaim it? 
Think how we ſhall live and love; my Squire a 
petty Prince, and I a little Queen! 

Eſq. Ay, my Dear, we ſhall be the happieſt Cou- 
ple in the whole World; well, I never was fo over- 
joy'd in all my Life. 


| [They change the Tune to # light Air. 45 

Eſq. Zooks, I have a Ballad to this Tune. 5 

The Eſquire Sings. 's; 

NA Bank of Flow'rs in # Summer / Day, W 
Inviting and undreſt 

In her Bloom of Years bright Celia lay, Sb 


With Love and Sleep oppreſt : 
When a Mut ful Swain, with admiring Eyer, 


Wiſh'd he auf the fair Maid ſurprize, He 
With a fa, y — . 4 n | g 
But fear d approaching Spies. 

When a youthful, Cc. 2 

. | | 

IT. | re: 

As he gaz'd, a gentle Breeze aroſe N. 
7 That fans 4 her Robes aſides 
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And the flecping Nymph did the Charms diſcloſe, 
Which, waking, ſhe would hide. 

Then his Breath grew ſhort, and his Heart beat high, 
He long d to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. K 

But durſt not ſtill draw nig 
Then his Breath, Cc. 


* 


III. 


All amaz'd he flood, with her Beauties fir d, 
And bleſt' d the courteous Wind ; 

Then in Whiſpers ſigh'd, and the Gods deſir d 
That Celia might be kind. 

When, with Hope grown bold, bi advanc'd amain, 

But (be laugh d loud in a Dream, and again 

Wick a fa, la, la, &c 
Repell d the tim rem Swain. 

When, with Hope grown, &c. 


IV. 


Yet when once Deſire has inflam'd the Soul, 
All modefs Doubts witharaw ; 
And the God of Love does each Fear controul, 
That would the Lover awe. 
Shall a Prize like this, ſays the vent raus Bay, 
Scape, and I not the Means employ, 
With a fa, 5 la, &c. 1 n 
To ſeize the profer d Jey? 
Shall a Prize, &c. 4 4 


V. 


Here the glowing Youth, to relieve his Pain, 
The ſtumb ring Maid careſs d, 

And with trembling Hands (O the ſimple Swain!) 
Her ſnowy Boſom preſ d 

When the Virgin wal d, and affrighted flew, 

Yet look d, as wiſhing he would purſue, 

With a fa, la, la, &c 
Bur Damon miſr'd bis Cue. 

When the Virgin, Cc. 
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VI. 


Now repent ing that he had let ber fly, 
Himſelf he thus acctus d; 
What a dull and ftupid Thing w I, 
That ſuch a Chance abui'd ? 
To thy Shame "twill ſoon on the Plains be ſaid, 
Damon # Virgin aſleep betray'd, 
With s fa, la, la, Ce. 
Yet let her go @ Maid. 
To thy Shame, &. | 


Eſq. Never was Man ſo raviſh'd and tranſported 
with Joy and Expectation; had this fooliſh Daddy ot 
ours ſtaid at Home to have ſeen us conſummate our 
Happineſs, he might have made a Journey to Jer 
Jam, and I ſhould ne'er have thought he ſtay'd too 

ong. 

Charl. Ay, Squire, wou'd he were here; but he 
poor Man is gone a long, long, Journey. _ 

Eſq. Ay, there's the Miſchief on't, his Wits are 
run a Wool-gathering, the Devit knows whither. | 
warrant you hehas Lands and Tenements, and Wind- 
mills and Watermills,and Settlements and Jointures, 
and Fines and Recoveries, and a Thouſand curſed 
Conundrums in his Head ; and here we and our Af- 
fections muſt be at a ſtand; whilſt ſome ſubtle Rogue 
of a Lawyer is picking his Pocket, and laughing at 
him behind his Back for his wonderful Circum- 
ſpection. * 

Lucy. Ay, now 'Squire, pluck upa g cart, | 

Eſq. Udzooks, m "Deas, — rareſt Thought d. 
come into my Head; if this blockedly Father has no M 
more Wit then to be running a Fools Frrands, what ee 
if thou and I ſhould e'en ſteal to Bed together, and I (i: 
provide for an Heir to inherit the Eſtate, before the 
old Fool has read the Writings of it. 

Charl. Fy, Squire, you make me bluſh. 

Lucy, Nay, Madam, don't miſtake your Squire, 5 
he means very honeſtly ; he does not court you = T 
S 15 
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is Arms, any otherwiſe then by the Honourable 
Jonds of Marriage! 8 
E/q. Ay, by all means, tis a ſtanding. Maxim in 
zur Country, to hold faſt when I take à ſhppery Eele 
y che Tail; faſt bind faſt find, I fay is the Word ; 
hen I creep to Bed to a young Girl, and when one 
ou'd run into a merry Frolick, there's nothing like 
havin _- Countenance of Law and Authority on 
one's Side. 

. Do you hear, Madam, with what true Love 
and Honour the worthy Squire Courts you to his 
mbraces. | 

Eſq. Ay, zooks, and fo I do. 

Lacy. Nay, Madam, let me court you too; you 
muſt, you ſhall be kind: Nay, how can you refuſe 
um! ſay, when ſhall he be Happy, ſpeak, dear 
Madam. . 7%, BY 75 KI 

Charl. I know not what to ſay. TEST 
Lucy. Let me ſpeak for you le ſhall be to Morrow. 
Charl. Well, if it muſt be to Morro ¾ꝰ? 1 
; arefl Lucy. Ay, now, hear that Squire Did not 1 
r. ell you I'd ſtand by you? | $4 
ind . Ay, thou art a dear kind Wench- 
ures, Charl. You ſee, dear Squire: I can deny you no- 
rſed ing; if 1 muſt be your Bride to Morrow, let us 
Af. ¶ not make a publick Wedding of it. 
gue Lucy. As private. as you - pleaſe, the Squire loves 
z at Moo Noiſe. . | | 
um- E£/g. No, no, no Noiſe at all, only a few Drums 

and Trumpets. 50 
t. . Well, Madam, If I may take the boldneſs to 
ght adviſe you, the Squire ſhall give · you all the Day to 
no Morrow, to make ſome Bridal Preparations toy re- 
hat I ceive him; and then, what if he wait upon your— 
and (let me ſee) at nine a Clock at Night. a 414 
the Charl. E'en when you pleaſe, ſweet Lucy. - 
Lucy. Ay, Madam, exattly .at Nine; for by that 
Time I ſhall have rummag'd the Milleners and 5 
ire, Seamſtreſſes, and the Perfumers, and have got 
Things ready, the Clerk and the Parſon, and . 
is OD | : 7. 
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- Eſg. Oh, thou art a rare Laſs, 

Lucy. Well, Squire, you hear the happy Hour o 

Aſſignation. ; _ 

Lucy. Now, Squire, hand in your Miſtreſs, your 
Bride I ſhould ſay; you ſhall ſtay and take a how 
Supper with her, and then home to Bed to dream o 

your Happineſs co Morrow. 
|| The Squire leads in the Lady through the Scenes, and 
the Captain in the Hangings gives him a Laſh croſi 

' the Back with hu Cart-whip. 

Eſq. Oh— What't that; what's that! I am kill'd, 
I] am dead, Oh! 

Lacy. Nothing dear Squire, but another little 
piece of a Miracle to put you in mind of to Mor. 
row, that you don't forget to come to Bed ro your 
Miſtreſs. . | 

Eſq. Oh, was that All !—But 'twas a plaguy hard 
Miracle. 51 uin | 

Charl. A litt le too rough indeed. 

Lucy. But hang all Sorrow, 

Vou II have gentler Miracles perform'd to morrow. 


Eſq. I'fack, and ſo we ſhall. [Exeunt. 
SISILDD SOS D0I90300000 
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De SCENE a Street. 


Enter Eſquire ſolus, - 


Eſq. ELL, never was poor Fellow ſo abuſed 
VVV asT have beeg—here have I been walk- 
ing, and fretting, and ſtarving, all this cold Night, 
from Nine 2 Clock to almoſt broad Daylight; 


thumping and bouncing, and bawling and ſqualling, 
and can make no living Soul hear me; here muſt be 
Roguery in this Buſineſs.— Ad'zooks, I have found 
it out, this conjuring Rogue of an Aſtrologer has 

bewitcht 


— — — 
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bewitcht 'em all, that they can neither hear me, nor 
ſce me all this while: 1 thought his Devils and he 
had Miichicf in cheir Heads, when they laid one of 
their Miracles on my Back with a Cart-whip. 


Enter 4 Pariſh-Clerk. 


wy Good morrow, noble 'Squire! what up ſa 
early! | 

Zſ/q. Ay, Friend, I may very well be up ſo early, 
When I have been up all Night. 

Clerk. Oh, fie, Sir, a Man of your Honour, and a 
young Bridegroom, juſt riſen from the Joys of Love 
in the Arms of ſo charming a Lady, and aſham'd ta 
own your Felicity ? 

Eſq. Bridegroom, and Lady! And Joys, and Fe- 
licity! What does all this mean? 

Clerk. Nay, "Squire, I confeſs twas a ſort of a ſtoln 
Wedding; a lictle huddled up in the Dark; and 
perhaps you have ſome private Reaſons to conceal it. 
Bur why from me, your truſty humble Servant? 

Eſq. What is the Devil in the Man to talk all this 
Gibberiſh ; hark ye, Friend, you that are my humble 
Servant ſo all of a ſudden, pray who are you ? 

Clerk. Lord! "Squire, how can you forget me, 
when I am the honeſt Clerk to the Parſon that mar- 
ried you laſt Night. | 

Eſq. Married me 

Clerk. Ay, ay, married you, What ſhould you 
make ſo ſtrange ont. [ Exit. 

Eſq. Odd, I don't know what to make of all this, 
.• that Fellow is drunk, or I, mad or aſleep: 
But T1] try once more, and ſee if theſe deaf Folks 
have found their Ears yet. [Exit. 


The SCENE changes to a Chamber. 


Enter Charlotte in a Morning Gown, undreſt, and 
Lucy with her. 


Lucy. Now let me wiſh you Joy. 
E Charl, 


5 
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Enter Eſquire. 


Bſq. So J have got in at laſt And ſee, yonder ſhe 
comes. Oh! my poor Dear, art thou unbewitcht 


again. 


Enter Captain at the oppoſite Door in 4 Night-Gown, 
dreſt exactly like the Eſquire. 


Charl. What do I ſee ? 
Eſq. Only your poor 'Squire that has been walking 
all Night under your Chamber Window. 

Charl. Oh, my Confuſion ! Manworcth! 

Eſq. Hey day, what have we got here two 'Squires? 

Charl. Oh, thou Barbarian, how haſt thou undone 
me. 

Capt. Nay, lovely Charmer, load me not with all 
This barbarous Reproach, for only playing 
An Artifice of Love. 

Charl. Love! Impious Raviſher ! Stand off; 
Thou worſe than Poiſon to my Eyes, But oh! 

By what curſt Engines! what conſpiring Devils! 
Has that vile Slave betray'd me to my Ruin. 

I hope, my Dear, when I admitted thee 

To ſteal laſt Night to my embracing Arms, 
Thou didſt not tell the fatal Secret? 

Eſq. Tell, Madam! What a Blab of my Tongue 
Itell! No, I am none of thoſe Fools, I told no Mor- 
2 Soul, but only my honeſt Landlord and Land- 
ad y. 

Cherl What didſt thou tell them ? 

Eg. Pſhaw, waw! juſt nothing —Becauſe I would 
not have the good People fit up for me, I only told 
them I ſhould not come home all Night; for my 
little Charly deſired me to come to Bed to her; that 
was all I vow and ſwear. 

Charl. All! doſt thou ſay! 

Dh, thou haſt at one undone thy ſelf and me. 


Euter 


Cberl. I have all the Joys my very Soul could win. 
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Enter Muckland the Father. | 
My Father! oh, Sir, you are come to ſee the miſe- 
rubleſt Woman! 

Muck. What ſayſt thou ? Ha! | Eſpying the Captain 
That Villain Manworth ! What Pranks has this black 
Devil, in that Shape of Innocence, been playing 
here to Night ? | ; 

Charl. If I can hold out Life enough to tell you, 
you ſhall hear it all. . 

Sir, when you left us, this dear Youth, impatient 
To have his bridal Joys ſo long delay d, 
In a ſoft yielding Hour attack d my Heart. 
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Eſq. Oh! [ Groanings 
Charl. Too ſoon prevail'd upon me, | 
To huddle a ſhort Wedding in the Dark; 


And ſteal laſt Night to his dear Charlottes Arms, 


For I, fond Creature, could- refuſe him nothing: 


Eſq. Oh! [ Groans. 
Charl. But, oh! too vainly proud of his approach- . 
(ing Joys, 


Diſclos'd the Secret to thoſe mercenary Wretches, 
That have betray'd and fold me. | 
Eſq. Ay, dear Daddy, I did ſpeak one fooliſh 
Word, but I vow 'twas before I was aware. 
Charl. And ſee how that unhappy Word has —_— 
me, 
See there that falſe Deluder, by that borrow'd Shape, 
Has married me, poſſeſs d me; Oh! I have ſlept 
This whole long Night in that falſe Traytor's Arms. 
Bur, oh! [ Swoons, ſinking into Lucy s Arms. 
Lucy. She faints and dies. 3 
Muck. Why let her die, ſo much the better. 
Capr. Can you wiſh her dead, Sir ? | 
Muck. Yes, Monſter, dead, to have —_— 
angd, 
Firſt as a Raviſher, and then a Murderer. 
Hope not to 'ſcape my Vengeance; if there's Law 
Or uſtice in the World, thou barb'rous Villain 


nter TI have thy Blood. 


E 2 Eſq, 
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Eſg Ay, thou too cruel, bloody minded, Man ; 
how ©: vid you have the Heart to go to bed to ſo 
ſweet a Creature — Nay, when you were convinced 
in your Soul ſhe had an Averſion to you, and I was 
was the only Perſon beneath the Moon in her good 
Graces. 

Lucy. See ſhe revives. 

Charl. Give me a little Air. 


Enter the Captain's Servant, Roger. 


Rog. Is Captain Manworth here, my honeſt Maſter. 

Ejqg An honeſt Captain here! No, Friend; but 
yonder's a wicked Squire got into my Skin. 

Muck. Ay, Varlet, there's your Monſter. 

Rog. Sir, here's a Letter, a Gentleman that lately 
arrived from Flanders Jeft for you and bad me tell 
you, your Brother was dead He was gone to the Se- 
cretary s Office, but ſhould be glad to ſee you to mor- 
TOW at ang Man s. 

Muck. His elder Brother dead, then there's two 
thouſand Pounds a Year faln io him 

Eſq. Nay, ſweet Lucy, dont take ſo much Care of 
nie, I ſhall make a Shift perhaps ro our-live this 
woful Day; bur, my dear Charley, that miſerable 
Creature, how will ſhe bear it! Bur prithee go and 
comfort her a little, and deſire her not quite to break 
ner poor Heart for me. Blubbering. 

Muck. Really, Daughter, I have conſider d this 
Night's Buſineſs, and upon ſecond Thoughts what 
1s done Can't be undone; and therefore I think we 
muſt een play the good Chriſtians, forget and for- 

Ive. 
" Char How Sir, forgive a Cheat, and an Impoſtor 

Muck. Why truly, as thou ſay ſt, the Captain has 
play'd a little Sort of a ſlippery Frolick; but 'twas 
all Love, and Love thou know'ſt, like Hunger, can 
break ev'n through Stone Walls; beſides the poor 
Man has receiv'd the ſorrowful News of the Death 
of a kind Brother, and 'rwould be too hard-hearted 
to heap Afflictions upon Afflictions, and therefore 
come, 
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come, my Child, take him to Mercy, and een ſic 


down contented. 

Charl. Contented, yes, Sir, you may becontented, 
he has two thouſand Pounds a Year to ſooth your 
angry Brow ; but what Content can I have ? I who 
have ſettled my Heart to this ſwect Vouth, giv'n him 
that Love which I can ne'er call back again. 

Muck. Nay, ſay not ſo. 

Charl. Can I divide my Heart. 

Capt. Dear *Squire, do you ſpeak a good Word 
for me too, though I have marryed Miſtreſs Char- 
loste, you can't be angry with me; Alas, dear Sir, 1 
lov'd her long before you, and meant you no harm 
at all; do then be kind, and beg her to forgive 
me. 

Eſq. Nay, Sir, you talk like a very civil Gentle« 
man, and I would fpeak for you, but I vow Iam fo 
full of Sorrow, that I can't get out one Word for 
Sobbing Oh 

Charl. No, tis impoſſible. ¶ They continuing in dumb 

Shew on each Side of her, s urging the Cauſe: 

Muck. ay not impoſſible, tis but Reſolving. 

Charl. Oh, you ſpeak too late, I know my Heart 
too well. | « 

Muck, Know thy ſelf too; and know what tis thou 
can ſtnot Love; look on him. 

Lucy. All that ſhould charm a Woman. 

Muck. Every Thing that can deſerve thee. . 

Lucy, Th' only Man can make you Happy: 

Charl. You are a Father, and may command me 
any Thing. 

Muck. I do command thee then. 

Charl. Well, Sir, I'll try to force my Heart. 

Muck. Ay, now thou'rt my beſt Child. 

Lucy. Come Squire [Taking the "Squire aſide. 
Dry up your Eyes. [Wiping hi Eyes with s Handkerchief. 

Eſq. Ah, Lucy, Lucy, thou haſt been my dearch 
Friend, but my hard Fortune 

Lucy. Nay, do not Grieve. - 

E/q. Not Grieve, when I have loſt my Charly? _ 

E 3 Lucy. 
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Lacy Loſt her! Ay, and c'en let him that finds 
her take her, ſhe is not worth one ſingle Tear from 
theſe ſweet Eyes. A ſilly Creature, ha no more 
Senſe than to be ſo groſly cheated with a falſe Huſ. 
band in ber Arms all Night, c'en let her go; an in- 

enious Man as thou art, and cry for ſuch a Fool! 
f am aſham'd of her. | 

Eſq Nay, as thou ſay'ſt, ſhe is a little Shallow. 

Lucy. Shallow, why, ſhe wants common Senſe, a 
Gooſe has got more Brains; do you think dear 
Squire, if 1 had been the happy happy Woman t 
have ſlept all Night in thy dear Arms, do you think 
any Body in the World ſhould have put a ſham 
Squire upon Lucy for a Husband. : 

Eſq. Ay, Child, thou would'ſt have had more Wit 
than to be ſo cheated. 

Lucy. Ah, Squire, if I had had the Charms to con- 
quer ſo dear a Heart as thine; 'tis true, I am not 
Heireſs to her Fortunes 

Eſq Hang Fortune, thou haſt ten times her Senſe, 
and that's worth ten times her Forrune; and Ud- 
zooks, I'll tell her ſo : Look you forſooth, Madam, 
J don't know what—here has been a deal of Noiſe 
and Nonſenſe, and a parcel of Juggling and Fool» 
ing, and clapping upof blind Bargains, and getting 
to Bed I don't know how, with I don't know who, 
and doing I don't know what with a ſham Squire, 

and all that; ay c'en, let you go, and he that 
finde you rake you; Udzooks, you are not worth 
one ſingle Tear from theſe ſweet Eyes; an ingeni- 
ous Man as I am, and cry for ſuch a Fool! a Gooſe 
has got more Brains and I'm aſham'd of you; and 
Jook you for your Comfort, I care not a Farthing for 
you, nor your eight hundred a Year; here's boneſt 
Lucy has en time your Brains, and is worth ten 
Score of you ; and Udzocks 'i marry her to Mor- 
row ſo will, that I will, and who cares this 

Charl. This will be kind indeed; well Lucy, if 
this worthy Squire wall do thee the Honour to make 


theo 
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thee his Lady, pray uſe him kindly for thy Mi. 
ſtreſs's ſake. 

Lucy. Ay, Madam, and for my own ſake too; he 
knows I have been his true and faithful Servant, and 
ever lov'd him dearly. 

Eſq. Ay, and ſo thou haſt. : 

Capr. Well Madam, ſince the Articles of Peace 
zre now ſign'd and ſeal'd on every Side, methinks 
we os a Bridal Song to celebrate the Joys of this 
bleſt Day. 

Muck. Faith Son, and ſo we do; but now I think 
on't, my Daughter and I was invited this Day to 
my Neighbour Alderman Plorwel's, tis his Wife's 
Birth day, and there's to be an extraordinary Enter» 
tainment of Muſick and Dancing, what ſay you, 
ſhall we go together! 

Charl. If the Squire and his fair Bride ele&, will 
grace us with their Company. 

Lucy. Ours, dear Madam; we ſhall be proud to 
wait upon you. 

EV No, by my Troth, but you ſhall not; look 
you, Madam, I'd have you to know, that my Lady 
Lucy is as good a Genteel-body as your ſelf, and 
you ſhall wait upon her now; and fo come forward 
Girl. [The Squire leads forth Lucy, Captain Charlotte 
and Muckland following. 


SCENE, a Street, or Portico, before a 
Merchant's Houſe. 


Enter Lady and Bettrice. 
Betty. Nay, Madam, this will be a Maſterpiece, 
To have him enter your Houſe without Fears of 


(Alarms, 
And your Husband himſelf throw him into your 


(Arms. 


Enter Alderman. 
Hader. What, at the Door, my Dear, to ſee and to 
be ſeen, 
C. Pl, 
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L. Plot. Yes, Sir, I ſee with a deſpiſing Eye, 
The flutt'ring Vanities of the World, 
1 look abroad to ſee its Follies, 
Which make me prize my Joys at home more dear. 


Eater Jocaril, diſguird like an old Fellow, carrying 
large Crate at his Back full of China Ware, hung round 
| with Cups, Tra. Pots, & c. 
| Joc. Come, Ladies, buy my China Ware, 
5 Here's Toys and Trinkets, rich and rare, 
Like your fair ſelves all brittle Ware. 
Delicate fine Chins ! 
L. Plot. Oh! my dear Honey, here's China Ware; 
and I do ſo love China == ſhall 1 buy ſome, my 
Dear? . 
| Alder. Ay, ay, buy't all, let no Body buy thee, 
f and thou ſhalt buy every Thing. 
j Whilſt in my Arms theſe Sweets I hold, 
Love me and melt me into Gold. 
L. Plot. Hark'ye, Friend, where canſt thou ſhew 
me thy China? 2 
Alder. Where ? Fool! Why carry him into thy 
Chamber, and let him ſhew thee all. 
Bettr. Well, Friend follow me. [Exit with Joc, 
[Alderman Exit at & contrary Door. 


The SCENE changes to a Bedchamber, 
Diſcovering the Lady, Bettrice, and ſocari), 
the Crate now ſet down. . 


L. Plot. Now, where's my China 

Sir Char. Here, my charming Fair, [Coming out of 
Subſtantial China, no frail brittle Ware. the Cratt, 

L. Plet But, hark! What Noiſe is that! 


Sir Char. Noiſe! | [Slips into the Crate again, 
. L. Plot. Only a falſe Alarm, my fooliſh Fear. 
Sir Char. coming out of the Crate again. 


Baniſh thoſe Fears, let me employ, 
My happier Minutes now in Joys and Rapture. 
| | L. Plot. 


bs - 
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L. Plot. Nay, hold, hold, not ſo faft, a little leſs of 
our Lips and more of our Wits together; let us 
think of a little Policy, as well as all Love—What, 
if to keep the old Fool in good Humour, that he ma 
not he popping in to fright us, I ſhould ſend him, 
by my Maid, tome ſmall Chins Toy, as a Token of 
my true Love to him. 

Sir Char. A very good Thought. 

L. Plot. The fond thing is ſo tickled with the leaſt 

wble I ſend him, eſpecially ſweeren'd with ſome 
Honey- Meſſage ſent with it, that he naturally runs- 
with it into his Cloſet, hugs it, and kiſſes it forty 
Times over, and then hangs it up for a Relique. 

Sir Char. Is he ſuch a Sir Amorou ? 

L Plot. Beyond all Example—Well, what hall 1 
ſend him ? 

Sir Char. A Cawdle-Cup, Madam. | 

L. Plot. Oh, fie! That will affront him; he hates 
every thing that looks like pointing at his Age ; no, 
here's a better Preſent by half, I'll ſend this little 
Image of Cupid. | Taking a Figure out of the 

Crate, repreſenting @ Cupid. 

Sir Char. Oh! an excellent Fancy. 

L Plot. Here, Girl, carry this Preſent from me to 
thy Maſter. 

Petty. And what muſt I ſay? 

L. Plot. Nay, I'll leave that to thee, I need not 
furniſh thy ready Wit with a ſet Speech for ſuch 
an Embaſſy. 

Beitr. Well, Madam, I'll do my Beſt. [Exit __ 

the id. 

Sir Char. Now, Madam, to your Cloſet let's retire, 
And whilſt he's worſhipping his Chins-Cupid, 
III kneel to my fair Yenus.— Come | 

L. Plot. I dare not. 

Sir Char. Dare not! 

L. Plot. No, I dare not. 

Sir Char. How! fair Cruelty, 

Have I approach'd fo near the golden Coaſt of 4 my 
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long-wiſh'd Joys, and to be Shipwreckt ev'n in the |, 
very Port. 


Enter Bettrice, running. 
[ Sir Charles /tips into the Crate.] 


Enter Alderman, with the Cupid in one Hand, and 
a large Cuagel in the other. 


Alder. Here, Sirrah, is this your China-. Ware? 

Foe. Ay, Sir, upon my Honeſty, right true Chins, 
the richeſt and beſt that could be got for Love or 
Gold; ſo fine, fo pretty, ſuch an Ornament for a 
Lady's Bedchamber 


Alder. And does your Rafcalſhip intend to adorn — 

my virtuous Lady's Bedchamber with naked Boys, 1 

L. Plot. Alas! my Dear, my harmleſs Innocence Dei 
| meant no Hurt at all. f Th 
Alder. I know thou didſt not; but this wicked | 
Varlet, this ſly Seducer, to bring his prophane Chins yo 


ö to lead thy chaſt Eyes aſtray, and ſnare thy virtuous {| 7 
| Modeſty into Temptation and Vanity. Cupids, Raſcal ! F 

| I'll do your Buſineſs for a China- Merchant. [He Ih 

| fallt a cudgelling the Crate amongſt the China, oy 


it and at every Stroke he makes a diſmal Clatter, 5 
| amongſt broken Juggs, and Glaſs-Bottles and 
q other Glaſi-· Mort, &c. as if he really broke a . 
| whole Bastet of China to Pieces. An 
Foc. Undone! undone! undone! oh! dear Sir, I BY 

Mercy, Mercy ! [ On his Knees Ma 


Alder. No, Raſcal, bawdy Pictures! | Beats again. He 
L. Plot. Nay, now you have punifht him roo ſe» In 
verely; broke all the poor Fellow's China, and quite 11 
ruin'd him. 
Joc. Ay, Madam, all my whole Eſtate, a hundred 
good Shillings all gone, loſt! my whole Family de- Th 
ftroy'd, a poor Wife, and half a Dozen ſucking f 
Children, all ruin'd and undone! I. 


Alder. 


Alder. No, Slave, I'll puniſh thee, but not undo 
thee ; there's Gold to buy more China, but take care 
how you come into my Houſe again. [ Gives him 

Guimears. 
[Sir Charles comes out of the Crate with Scars and 
Streaks of Blood all over his Hands and Face, as 

Jo many Cuts. 

L. Phe. What do I ſee, thy Hands and Face all 
Bloody! 

Sir Char. Ay, ſee what a rueful Phyz is here! 
The curſed Splinters of the broken China have al- 
moſt cut me to pieces ; you muſt preſent him with 
a Cupid in the Devil's Name ! Nay, 'twas a Mercy I 
had not my Eyes put out, and then you might have 
made a Cupid of me too 

L. Plot. Alas, Sir Charles, poor unhappy Lover. 

Sir Char. A Lover ? Do you call me ! No, a Mon- 
Death ! I am ſo Sliced and Carbonaded, (ſter ! 
That were I but Pepper'd and Salted too, 
were fit for nothing but a Gridiron. 

L. Plot. Nay, this indeed's a Sight I cannot bear! 
this laſt Misfortune melts the whole Woman in my 
Eyes, has touch'd my Heart ſo near, that from my 
Soul I pity you. 

Sir Char. Pity your ſelf, not me. | 

L. Plot. How! my Dear, Sir Charles ! (own 3 

Sir Char. Your Sir Charles! No, Madam, Iam my 
And ſo fair Vanity, farewell, [ Offering te go. 
But ſtay ; wheream I going with this Face! 

Madam; your Honour mult be Sacred ſtill. 

Here, Jocaril, take up this Load of Rubbiſh. 

In the ſame Skreen that brought my Folly here 

III ſhrow'd my Bluſhes back. | Going to enter the Crate. 
L. Plot. Hold, Sir, one parting Word; as you're 

(reſolv'd 

Thus generouſly to skreen our Folly from the World, 

And all in tenderneſs to preſerve my Honour ; 

Il make you, Sir, as generous a Return. 

Inſtead of giving you that needleſs Trouble, 
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q 


| 
j 


Fortune of finiſhing the Alderman's Creſt, however 


'. 
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I'll ſhew you, I have a Guardian of my own, 


To ſbicld my Honour. [She Stamps, and the Alder 


man enters in his Gown and Gold Chain, attended 

Sir Char. Death and Confuſion ! 

Ald'r Nay. ſtart not, Sir, 
T am nor ſuch a Stranger to Sir Charles, 
That I ſhov'd fright you; I contets indeed, 
J have nor had the Happineſs to be fo wel 
Acquainred with that Face, till I now ice it 
All over deck'd with rhoſe fair Marks of Honour: 
However, I have been intimately Converſant 
With your fair Fame and Charatter, a particular 
Confident in all your whole Amour, ev'n _ 50 
| we +: 
Under the Table, to the Eccho in the Fountain, and rhe 
Pagode in the China-Basker. 

Sir Char. Here's Jiltwork! [ Aſide. 

C. Plot. And though you have not had the happy 


I have taken care that my kind Spouſe ſhou'd treat 
2 with all the grateful heartieſt Civility, as if he 
ad been that real City-Husband. 
Alder. The Monſter you deſign'd me. 
Sir Char. Hell, and Vengeance! was ever Man ſo 
cheated ! 
Bettr. Or Woman either! how has ſhe cheated me 
too. [ Aſide. 
Sir Char. Well, fair Hypocrite, 


Has all this fondling of your Coxcomb Cully 


Been only Maſquerade ? 

L. Plot. Even fo, Sir. 

Alder. Ay, SirCharles, 
Her Favours have been all but airy Viſions; (tial, 
Mine, I confeſs, have been ſomethink more Subſtan. 
And worthy Sir, you have felt em ſuch — and now 
To crown the warm Civilities I have paid you, 
I'Il give you ſome ſmall Sample of my Charity too; 
LIl ſend you, Sir t an Hoſpital, to cure 


T hoſe honourable Wounds Who waits there 


Enter 


＋ 
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: kane be Alderman's Clerk. 
Make a Mittimus for that Villain, 

The inſolent Invader of my Honour; 
To ſend that Bird of Prey to rooſt in Newgare, 


Sir Char. To Newgate, Sir! | Clerk fits down to write. 
Alder. Ay, Newgate——thoſe Cage Walls, 


And that rough Neſt, is fit for Kites and Vultures— | 


Ser Char. Are you in carneſt, Sir 
Alder. Ay Sir, as hearty 
In the juſt Vengeance of an injur'd Husband 
As her attempted Virtue, and my aſſaulted Honour 


Can ſpur my Juſtice ; quick, diſpatch,away with him. 


Joc Oh, my poor Maſter ! (crucl ; 
Sir Char. Hold, Sir—if your Revenge can be ſo 
Madam, I hope you have ſome Sparks of Mercy, 
And will not heap more Vengeance on that Head, 
Whoſe Sin you have already ſo ſeverely ſcourg'd. 


L. Plot. Alas, my Mercy, Sir Charles, will do you 


hut little Service; you know I am but a Femme 
Covert, and my Bail will never paſs before a City- 
Magiſtrate for a Cuckold-maker. (Mr. Aldermas, 
Sir Char. Art thou too turn'd Barbarian ! Well, 
Tho' I have been ſo capitala Criminal; 
May not theſe infamous Maiks of Juſtice make 
Atonement for my Sin, without expoſing me 
To be the- Jeſt of every laughing Fool? 
Ald. No, you'll conceal that Shame, and cure thoſe 
Marks of Infamy ; my Wrongs demand a publick 
; (Satisfaction. 
Nor hope your Knighthood ſhall protect you; no, Sir, 
J have caught you ſtoln into my Houſe, a Thief 
And Robber; and as ſuch, expect your Puniſhment. 
But yet a little, Sir, to lighten Sorrow, 
And find you Company to ſhare Affliction, 
T will divide my Favours; This young Temptreſs, 
This falſe She-ſnake, brib'd by your Golden Devils, 
To ſell her Lady's Honour 


Bettr. What will become of me now! (Palm. 


Alder. Her ſmarting 21 ſhall cure her itching 
She 
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She ſhall to BrideweZ; and for you vile Pander, 

To that leud Monſler's Shame, a good ſtrong ot 
| (Houſe, 

Hard Beetles, and tough Hemp; my Sturdy Vagrant 

Shall find you honeſter Labour then the Porteridge 

Of bawdy Loads of China : Make diſpatch then, 

And write both their Commitments too. 

Joc, O dear, Sir, Mercy? [ Kneels. 
Dear Sir, forgive me, I am nor worth your Anger; 
Alas, Sir, I am buta poor hireling Servant, 

My Sin was all Obedience. 

Better. And mine Deluſion, | 
We are but petty Criminals in this Cauſe —— 

L. Plot. Let me, Sir, intercede for theſe poor 
For this falſe Creature, I ſhall puniſh her, | Wretches ; 
By turning her with Scorn out of my Service; 

And for that Varlet, let the guilty Maſter 
Pay for the Slave's Offence. | 


Alder. I am ſatisfied. (ſtice, 


Sir Char. Madam, I thank you, this is noble Ju- 
The Sin's all mine, and mine be all the Puniſhment. 
Alder. Diſcharge that Traytreſs from my Houſe ; 


and ſpurn this Slave out of my Doors. 


Juc. I thank your Worſhip. [Exit, kick'd out by 
the Clerk. 
Sir Char, Now Sir, for me; as theſe poor crimi- 
5 (nal Wretches 
Have begg'd your Pardon, let me court your Ven- 
f | | (geance : 
Yes, Sir, ſend me to Newgate, | The Clerk gives the 
Alderman &s Paper as 4 Mittimus, 
T have been one of thoſe cenſorious Libertines, 
Who think no Woman's Honour ſo impregnable, 
But what Temptation may attacque and conquer: 
And from that Principle I purſu'd this Lady: 
But when to my Confuſion, ſuch bright Virtue 
Opens my now enlighten'd Eyes, when under 
The righteous Arm of Juſtice, I have paſt 
Thro' my whole ſhameful Pennance, 
T'atone her Wrongs, and ſcourge an impious Infidel ; 
IN 


—— ” Y——_— 


, > ww © 


The Lady's Triumph. 51 


I'll ſearch the World, if poſſible, to find 
Her Second ; and in her dear Arms of Innocence, 
Taſte the true Joys of Life. 
Alder. Now you've diſarm'd me, [ Tearing the 
Mittimus. 
Your Penitence has made me à more acceptable Pay- 
Then all the Rods of Law can ever give me. [menr, 
L. Plot. Yes, now you've made me ample Satis- 
faction, 
True Juſtice does not hold her Scales and Sword 
Only to weigh and ſcourge Offences; no, 
She has one yet ſublimer Task aſſign'd, 
Her nobleſt Work is to reform Mankind. 

Sir Char. Such matchleſs Virtue ſets fo fair a Pat- 
Enough to mend the u hole degenerateWorld, [tern, 
For my own Part you have ſo far prevail 'd, 

And have ſo generouſly my Pardon given, 
That I II deterve it both from you and Heaven. 
Freun: 


SSANG AAAASASAA R 
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SCENE the Alderman's Hal. 


Enter Alderman with other Friends, Muckland, 
Capt. Manworth, Charlotte, Lucy, &. 


AY Aſſure. you, Neighbour, I take this as a 

particular Favour, and am overjoy d, that 
your Daughter is ſo happily beſtow'd : Come, Gen- 
tlemen and Ladies, we'll be very merry ro day, 
we'll firſt ſee the Maſque, and by that Time Supper 
will be ready. 


F 2. Dram- 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Drerus MunDvus. Mrs. Barbier. 
Siu o, an Attendant on him. Mr. Leveridge. 
PAULINA. Mrs. Thurmnd. 
Ip a, an Attendant on her, Mr. Pack. 
Prieſteſs of Is 1s. Mrs. Fitzgerald. 


Prieſts and Dancers. 


SCENE, The Temple of 1515, and adjacent 


Parts in Rowe, 


deseeseceessesseseses 


DECIUS * PAULINA, 


MASQUE 


SCENE L 


a S1MO, and IDA 


i vain you ſtri ue my Breaſt to move; 
I'm arm d againſt the Force of Love. 


Sim. Ah, fair Paulina! If the 
harms -. 


* 2 . 2 8 Of Decius touch not your m_ 
ou 


Yet weigh his Wealth and boundleſs Pow'r, 
And ſee how bright theſe Jewels blaze ! 
{ Shews @ Bracelet. 
Here Cupid play: with wond'rous Art, 
And «wv ry ſparkling Gem 5 4 Dart. 
Pau. Back to thy Lord his treach'rous Preſents bear; 
And, with them, ſay how much I ſcorn his Love. 


Ida, the ſolemn Hour's at hand, 


— - 
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When we at 16's hallow'd Shrine muſt bow. 

Vet here? . [Looking en Simo. 
Then I muſt ſhun the Place, _ 
For Virtue ſuffers when it treats with Shame. 

Te Pow'rs, that chaſter Thoughts inſpire, 

And guard our Virgin Fame, 

Let no licentious wild Deſire 


My peaceful Breaft inflame. [Exit Paulina. 


SCENE II. 


| S1Mo, and ID 4. 
Sim. Jaa. 
A. What ſays my Sime dear? 
Sim. The Golden Hopes are fled; 
Fantaſtick Sex! Ah, ſilly Pride, 
A Gift of ſuch a Price to ſcorn ! 
"Tis not. Virtue, but "tit Vice 
To be fo reſervd and nice: 
When they are ſo richly hir a, 
Why ſhould they doubt, 
And why fland out, 
When ſo little is requir'd ? 
"Tis not Virtue, but "tis Vice 
To be fo reſery'd and nice. 


Id. Maſt Women then, becauſe they bloom in 
(Charms, 


Strait fallinto thWexpeting Lover's Arms? 
Sim. Why not? The mellow Pear, we ſee, 
I over-ripe, forſakes the Tree. 
Id, Were we ſo courteous, and ſo forward found, 


We ſoon might lie neglected on the Ground, 


I would. 


Bl 
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1 would that Woman © | wel | 
Should yeeld vo n Man, K | i 
Or Love like Autumn-Fruit beo; if 
No, no, "tis Reaſon, in 
You nick the Seaſon, if 
Aud take the Trouble to ſhake the Bough. | 
Sim. Can cruel Ma then conſent” 
4. To give her / Diſcontent ?' - 43S 
And let him dwindle, till he but diſcover -- 
The meagre Shadow of a luſty Lover ? 
Take me, while thir Bloom and Grace 
Give a Luſtre to my Face: 
E'er this Shape and Mien forſake me, | 
Age unnerwe, or Palſies ſhaks me, 'S 
E'er old Time my Strength deſtroy, 
And I grow unfit'for Joy, 
Take me while this Bloom and Grace 
Give a Luſtre to my Face. 
Id. Simo, thou know'ſt how much I love,-- 
How much thy beauteous Form I prize, 
But, ah ! "tit wond'rour, wondrous weer, 
To have a Lover 
Some Pains diſcover, 
And ſigh, and languiſh at our Feet. 
Freely would I to thy Army, 
Give up all my. youthful Charme, 
And thy gen'rour Paſſion meet: 
But, ah! "tis wond rout, wond'rous ſweet, + 
To have a Lover 
Some Pains diſcover, . 
And Sigh, and languiſh at our Feet... 


Sim. Soft! Deciur comes; my Duck, retiie- 
S008 well thou wer't not ſeen, till we 


56 The Lady's Triumph. 
Can with more welcome Tidings greet him. 


[Ida goes out, aud Simo-retiras to one Corner of 


the Stage. 
SCENE It: 


Deus, and S 1 Mo. 


Dec. O Love, thou anxious, pleaſing Gueſt ! 
Haw are we pain d, hem are we bet! 
Now we feel Deſpsir and anguiſh, - 
Now with Joy me ſweetly languiſb, 
Hope and Fear divide the Breaſt. 
O Love, thou anxious, pleaſing Gueſt ! 
How are we pain d, bow are we bleſt i 
Simo, what ſays the charming Maid ? 
Will She be kind, and yield to Love ? 
Sim. Tis hard a Woman's Will to find; 
Or by her Words expound her Mind. 
Dec. Keep me not in Suſpenſe; 
But ſay, at once, what Hopes remain? 
Sim. Then, longer not in doubt to hold you, 
Take This—and think my Story told you. 


[Give: Decius the Bracelet. 


Dec. Does She my Preſents and my Love deſpiſc * 
Proud, and diſdainful Fair, 


Thus to requite the Pains I've bore! 
1 no more a Slave will be, 
Revenge ſball ſet me free; 
But ah! ſhe hangs about my Heart. 
Yet Rage ſhall remove 
The God of Love, 
And drive him from each Part 3 


Bat, ah: ſhe hangs about my Heart. 


I m1 
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I no more a Slave will be, 
Revenge ſhall ſet me free. 
Sim. Rage will not make your Paſſion leſs ; 


To be reveng'd, is, to poſleſs. | 
Paulina, tho' of Love afraid, : 


Is ſtill a Superſtitious Maid, 
And by her Zeal may be betray'd. 
Dec. Say on ; thy myſtick Words explain. 
Sim. Oft ſhe to %, Temple goes, | 
And piouſly renews her Vows ; 
With Gold ſuborn the attending Tribe 
Of Prieſts, (for Prieſts will take a Bribe :) 
And They, by ſome well-wrought Device, 
Will Her to your Embrace entice. 
Dec. Thou kindeſt, beſt Aſſiſtant! 
Receive this earneſt of my Love: 
[Gives Simo # Purſe of Gold. 
Still ſerve my Flame, and Deciu- is thy Friend. 
But tothe ſacred Dome I'll ſtrait repair, 
And execute the great Deſign, 
Simo, this Signet quick to Fuly/zs bear, 
And from him fifry Talents bring ; 
I at the Temple ſhall be found. [Ex/: Simo. 
Bright Cytherea ! Queen of Rove !' 
The cold, relentleſs Charmer move: 
O let her feel thy pleaſing Fire, 
And breath into her Soul Deſire ! 
Bright Cytherea! Queen of Love 
The cold, relentleſs Charmer move. 
| [Exit Decius. 


SCENE 
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SCENE W. 


IDA and S1M0O. 
Ida. Sime; 


Simo. My Love ;——I muſt not ſtay, 
But to the Temple ſtrait away : 
Yet, hold; receive this glitt'ring Store, | 
[ Gives her Gold, 
And think, if things hit right, of more. 
My Genius now is buſie grown, 
And Fate's reſolu d my Worth to crown : 
I'm fil d with Thoughts of ſudden Stats; 
"Tis Jove inſpires 
' Theſe big Deſires, 
Thu ſtrange Ambition to be Great. 
Genius now id buſje grown, 
And Fate roſolu'd my Warth to crown. 
Ida. Ah! Simo, if thy Wits remain, 
If no bad Star has hurt thy Brain, 
Let ſuch vain Whimſies ſtand confin'd, 
And to thy Fortunes fit thy Mind : 
Theſe Raptures would more welcome be, 
If right employ'd, on Love, and Me. 
The Nymph, that boaſts the happy Charms 
To win a Lover to her Arms, 
Is plear'd to hear her Beauty's Praiſe: 
When with artful Complaiſance 
Tou our Beauty's Praiſe inhance, 
O then you moſt dur Liking raiſe. 
The Nymph, that boaſt: the happy Charm. 
To win 4 Lover to her Arms, 
Ii pleat d to hear her Beauty's Praiſe. 


Sim. 


| P. 
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Sim. For this ſome other Time allow, 
pecius demands my Service now. | 


In ſhort, his Suit, as beſt thou may'ſt, promote, 
And I tro Thee my ſelf for Life devote. 


dim. sim 

" © nd then, O then, my 15 Fear, 
Both. 'Twill all be Tranſport, Love, and Joy: 
lim, Then 11 0 | 

Ida. 210 9 ar wid 554 revel here, 


i — fark take unnamber d Kier, 


. 0. 


Both. And each Hour in Love employ. 
= © Aud then, O then, my 32. : dear, 


ld, 


Simo 
Both, "Twill all be Tranſport, Love, and Joy. 
[Excunt ſeverslly. 


SCENE V. 


The Temple of I's 1s. 


A large open Temple appears, reaching to the Extent of 
the Stage, with à double Range of Pillars : In each 
Side-ſcene over the Capitals, and the Corniſh of each 
Pillar are ſo many Eagles in wvariow Forms; the 
whole Body and Carvings of the Temple all of 4 
white Stone- colour, the Proſpect ends with a Portico 
of Groteſyut Stone-work, opening to a Garden, with 
a large view of Arborage, and the whole cover'd with 
ſpacious Arches of Clouding. 


A PrIEsTEss, and ſeveral Px IESTSs attending. 
Prieſteſs. Great Iſis ! Siſter of the Sun“ 


Thou, that the darkſome Cheek of Night 
n. | Doff 
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Deſt pale with Beam of Silver Light, 
When we thy hallow'd Altars crown, 
Incline, incline, thy ſacred Ear, 

O Goddeſe, and propitiou hear. 


SCENE VI. 


60 


Pauiina, IDa, PrIESTEss, aud Prigsrts, 


Pricfteſs. Paulina, hail! O happy Maid, "7 
Whoſe Mortal Beauties have a God inflam' d., 
Divine Anubis ſighs for thy Embrace, 

And to poſſeſs Thee from his Heav'n deſcends. 

Paul. Ye gracious Pow'rs! Am I awake ? ? 
Alas ! 1 tremble. | 

Prieſt. Calm theſe Fears, 

And to the Purpoſe of the Gods reſign ; 

So ſhall a Train of Joys attend thee : 

But if refuſing, you his Love deſpiſe, 

Soon will that Bloom of Beauty change, 
And Sickneſs wither all thy y uthful Charms. 

Paul. Give me ſome Proof, that by the Gods 
Thou doſt theſe Words pronounce. (Command 

Pricft. So, when by Viſion he his Will reveal'd, 
Was I commiſſion'd to confirm thy Doubts : 

And know, 4zubi will with Pomp appear, 
And from thy ſelf thy ſelf demand. 
Paul. New Tranſports all my Ptw'rs controul, 
| They croud, and take up all my Soul : 
Thro ev'ry throbbing Vein I feel 
An unacquainted Pleaſure ſteal. 
New Tranſports all my Pow'rs controul, 
They croud and take up all my Soul, 
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EPILOGUE. 
Indeed my Alderman's below the Chair, 


It had not been ſo well, had he been Mayor. 


I know, you Courtiers, one-and all are bent, 


Jo damm the Poet for this Preſident ; 


If Virtue ſhould get too much ground i th City, 
Half your Amours were ſpoil d, and that werePity ! 
Since ti the Satisfaction of your Lives, 

To have a cloſe Intrigue, and ſlight your Wives. 
Well, Heav'n forgive you, for it ſcarce will mend 
Till ſober Age, and-its Effects attend you. (you 
And now to ſay the · Truth, and to excuſe, 


| The Joreſaid Error of our Poet's Muſe, 


The good Man may his Tears with Juſtice plead, 
For his old Pegaſus is paſt his Speed ; 
And they, who have been lewd beyond all Meaſure, 


Grow mighty Zealots, when they grow paſt: Plea- 


ure. 


Had he been young, no doubt, I ſhould have been 


A modern Wife, and well inclin'd to Sin. 


But make the beſt of what the Moral paints, 


ou all muſt once grow old, tho not all Saints ; 


And then you'll wiſh for their ſweet Sakes, that muſt 


Tour Lands inherit, when your ſelves are Duſt, 


All Wives were chaſt ; and twere the Faſhion ' 


For.ev'ry Man to love at leaſt his Own. (grown, 
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MEN. 
Sir Cunningham Platmeil, a rich) | 
Alderman, Aged 36, and 5 Nr. mal. Sen. 


Married to a young Lady 
of Eighteen. | 


Mr. Site 


Sir Charles Traplove, a Man of 
Intrigue, in Love with, Mr. 
and purfuing the Lady ue, 

e 

Barnaby Muckland, originally 27 
- Lincokiſhire Grafer, TX 

ſome little Time .come + 

live in London, Father to 

'Chanlorre. 

Capt. 1 Fir Qfſtcer, 
'- newly arrived from Han- . 

2. In Love with Char- Mr. Leigh. 

Alutre. 
Timethy Lackwit, Eſq; deſign'd 
by her Father to marry > Mr. Pack. 
1 | 
Jocaril, a Livery Servant to; ; 

Sir Charles. Mr. Spiller. 
Roger, Servant to the Captain, Mr. Hild. Bullock. 
WOMEN. 
Charlate, enga to the Capt. 
her a Child." £ n. m. 


Lady Plawell. Mrs. Thurmond. 


Betrrice, her Maid. Mrs. Gifford. . 
Lucy, Maid to Charlwte, Mrs. Spi ler. 
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Priefl. Prepare; Anubir is at hand; 


Sound all your Inſtruments of Joy, 
With ſolemn Meaſures beat the Ground, 
And celebrate the God's Approach. 


[ 4 Dance, after which the Prieſteſs wover her 
Wand, and the Temple iu chang'd, &c. 


Here, in a twinkling of an He, the whole Pillar-work in 
the Scenes are ſhuffled away, and chang'd to ſomany 
Pillars of blue Marble, richly fluted with Gold; the 
Baſe and Capitals alſo gilt, the Eagles above in 
like manner, whilft in the ſame Moment, the Cloud- 
ing is ſnatcht up out of Sight, the whole Temple ap- 
pearing Arch d throughout ; at the Foot of each Arch 
# large Figure of Fame gilt, the whole Circle of the 
Arches enrich'd with Carving: of Gold, and large Fe- 
floons of Flowers ; in the ſame Moment alſo, the Gar- 
den below is ſnatch'd away, and an inferior Viſto of 
Temple-work of a different Order, to a great depth of 
| pets, appear: ; and alſo 4 ſuperior Curtain being 
drawn up, diſcovers a tranſparent Temple of the Sun, 
in which an Illuminated Sun is ſeen, circled with 
Rays in the Center of the Back-ſcene, in the higheſt 
View of the Heavens, and at the Back-wall of the 
. - Houſe ; the whole Change made with an extraordinary 
Swiftneſ; 7 &c. "= . 
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SCENE VI 
Ductus ac the God AN uBIS, PAULINA, 
IDA, PrxIreSTESS, and PRIESTS. 
Dec. Celeflisl Maid ! O far more bright 
Than Beauty's Queen, how great thy Charm; ! _ 
The Graces view Thee with Delight, 
And Cupid renal is thy dr. | 
Celeftial Maid! 0: far more bright 
Than Beauty's Queen, how great thy Charm! 


| Eater SI MO. 
Kn. Say, Ida, does the pious Fraud ſucceed ? 
ids. Peace, Fool, I would thou wert nat here; 
Thar Face does too much Buſingſs wear. 
Sim. I ſtand corrected, and to ſhew 7 
I valuc your Advice, I'lt go. [ Exir Simo 
Dec. Again, in Honour of Paulina's Name, 
The ſolemn Rites perform; 7 
Aod let the Ecchoing Skies reſound your Joy. 
[ Here rhe Daw i rau 4 


( Paulina, the Alderman's Lady.] 


Pau Well, here I think the Story comes to ſuch 
a, Cloſe, that the Buſineſs may properly end. 

Ald. My Wife is ſo Diſcreet, that ſhe will not 
ſuffcr even the Repreſentation of an ill Action, toll 
come too near her Reputation; But pray, my Deat, 
take carg.of theſe Friends that have aſhſted you i 
the Entertainment. Come Gentlemen and Ladid, 
if my Cook has not been Lazy, we may hope nos 
to be merry over our Supper. 


Cop 
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Capt. We are all already ſufficiently feaſted, Sir ; 
bur till Bed-time you may command our Hours. 
Oh! Mr. Aderman, had we but twenty ſuch Patterns 
of Hoſpirality, as you are, the City might be Re- 
form'd, and its rich Members be as much fara'd for 
their good Offices, as ſome of 'em are now deſpis'd 
for their Avariceand Penury. D 

The ſordid Wretch, that hoard: the darling Store, 

Tet fears to touch it, and flill graſps at more, = 

Is but the Ghoſt of Man, he only Lives (giver. 

Who dares employ the Wealth, which Heaven / Indulgence 


[Exeunt Omnes. 
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